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y  had  his  rifle  leveled,  and  when  the 


rope  tightened  about  the  neck 
It  was  certainly  a  remarkable  shot,  for  the  lariat  was  soverod  a 
b  head  and  the  sudden  release  caused  him  to  drop  to  the  ground. 
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THE  INDIAN  CHIEF’S  LEGACY 

By  AN  OLD  SCOUT 


CHAPTER  I. 

\ 

THE  MAIL  COACH  IS  HELD  UP. 

A  group  of  five  young  men,  "whose  ages  ranged  from 
eighteen  to  thirty,  stood  watching  a  number  of  carpenters  who 
t  were  at  work  putting  up  a  big  platform  at  the  foot  of  a  per¬ 
pendicular  cliff,  about  a  mile  from  the  central  part  of  the 
hustling  little  mining  town  of  Weston. 

They  were  apparently  much  interested,  and  they  chatted 
and  nodded  approvingly  as  the  work  continued. 

The  handsome  young  fellow  with  the  wealth  of  chestnut 
hair,  in  the  center  of  the  group  is  Young  Wild  West,  who 
had  been  nicknamed  the  “Prince  of  the  Saddle ”  because  no 
one  in  all  the  great  West  had  ever  been  able  to  ride  and 
master  a  horse  as  well  as  he  could. 

In  addition  to  this,  Young  Wild  West  was  an  all-around 
athletd,  being  most  cool  in  the  time  of  danger,  as  daring  as 
any  hero  who  ever  bestrode  a  horse  or  handled  a  shooting- 
iron,  and  just  reckless  enough  to  make  himself  admired  by 
every  one*  who  knew  him,  even  his  greatest  enemies. 

His  costume  was  rather  picturesque,  as  was  that  of  his 
companions.  Young  Wild  West  was  rigged  out  in  fancy 
riding  boots,  buckskin  knee  breeches  trimmed  with  scarlet 
fringe,  yellow  silk  shirt  and  white  sombrero. 

His  belt  and  holsters  were  mounted  with  silver,  and  the 
pair  of  shooters  and  hunting-knife  he  carried  were  of  the 
latest  pattern  of  the  time. 

'There  was  one  young  man  in  the  group  who  was  attired 
in  what  might  be  termed  semi-Western  style.  This  was 
Walter  Jenkins,  the  superintendent  of  the  Wild  West  Min¬ 
in?  and  Imprbvement  Company. 

Though  he  liked  the  country  and  people  he  had  come  to 
live  with  verv  much,  and  was  anything  but  a  coward,  he 
did  not  hunt  up  danger,  as  he  declared  his  employers  some¬ 
times  did. 

Tie-  otic  r  three  were  Jim  Dart,  the  secretary  of  the  com- 
pan;.  :  Cheyenne  Charlie,  the  scout,  and  Jack  Robedee.  who 
ha/;’  also  been  a  scout  in  the  employment  of  the  government. 

Ibit  it  i-  more  than  likely  that  the  reader  has  become 
tty  roughly  acquainted  with  the  five  before  this,  so  no  further 
tb  .criptlon  of  them  will  be  necessary. 

T!;  •  Wild  West  Mining  and  Improvement  Company  had 
-  v<  fin  open  air  dance  on  their  extensive  piece  of 

and  that  was  why  the  platform  was  being  built. 

v  pc  i, -id  »  o.-n  over  to  Spondulicks  the  day  before  arid  saw 
it,  It  that,  there  would  be  a  good  puff  in  the  paper  when  It 
€U:  <<  there  was  sure  to  be  a  large  crowd 

tt  th"  danre  In  a  ddltlon  to  the  regular  residents  of  Weston. 

anything  by  halves,  and  lie  made  up  bis 


mind  that  there  was  going  to  be  more  people  In  Weston  the 
night  the  dance  took  place  than  there  had  ever  been  before. 

Jack  Itobedee,  who  had  fallen  in  love  with  a  widow  over 
in  Devil  Creek,  was  perfectly  willing  to  go  over  to  that  place 
and  advertise  the  dance  for  all  he  was  worth. 

“Have  you  decided  what  night  to  have  ther  shindig?”  asked 
Robedee  of  Wild. 

“Well,  I  should  think  these  fellows  would  have  the  plat¬ 
form  done  by  to-morrow  night,  so  we  can  have  it  take  place 
next  Wednesday.  To-day  is  Friday,  and  we  want  a  little 
time  to  get  things  ready,”  was  the  reply. 

“That’s  right,”  nodded  Jim  Dart.  “Wednesday  night  will 
be  just  the  time  to  have  it.” 

“I  am  glad  it  is  decided,”  spoke  up  Cheyenne  Charlie,  as 
he  twisted  his  handsome  mustache  in  a  dandified  manner. 

“Why?”  asked  Walter  Jenkins. 

“Ohl  I’ll  have  time  to  practice  a  little,  you  know.  I  ain't 
had  a  good  dance  since  I  was  in  Texas  last  summer  at  a 
fandango.  I  could  sling  as  light  a  foot  os  any  of  them,  but 
I  s’pose  I’m  all  out  of  practice  now.” 

“Well,  I  don’t  believe  much  in  dancing,  but  I  suppose  I 
will  take  a  hand  Wednesday  night  with  the  rest  of  you.” 

“Of  course  you  will,”  spoke  up  Young  Wild  West.  “We 
will  have  a  square  set  of  our  own— you  and  your  wife,  Charlie 
and  his  wife,  Jim  and  his  girl,  and  myself  and  Arietta.  I 
am  no  dancer  myself,  nor  do  I  ever  expect,  to  he;  but  on  this 
occasion  I  mean  to  do  my  best.” 

“I  won’t  have  a  chance  to  get  in  that  set,  then?”  spoke  up 
Jack. 

“No;  not  that  one,”  laughed  Wild.  “We’ll  get  up  another 
one  for  the  benefit  of  you  and  your  widow  over  at  the  Creek.” 

This  caused  a  laugh  from  all  hands,  and  Robedee  turned  a 
deep  crimson. 

He  had  always  been  termed  a  “woman-hater,”  but  had  at 
last  lost  his  heart  to  a  widow 

“When  does  the  wedding  rake  place,  anyway,  Jack?”  queried 
Wild. 

"When  does  yours  take  place?” 

“That  isn’t  answering  my  question;  but  I  will  answer  you 
by  saying  truthfully  that  1  don’t  know  when  I  will  bo  mar 
ried.  ” 

“Well,  I  don’t,  either,  then.” 

.Tack  spoke  as  Ihough  he  was  somewhat  nettled,  and  hi? 
four  friends  only  laughed  the  more. 

“It  is  time  the  mall  coach  got  here.  I  should  think,”  ob¬ 
served  Jenkins,  changing  the  conversation.  “I  .am  expect 
ing  a  letter,  so  I  guess  I’ll  walk  down  to  the  post-office.” 

“I'll  go  down  with  you.”  said  Wild,  so  the  two  left  tho 
scene  of  the  platform  building  and  walked  toward  the  hear1 
of  tho  town. 
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As  they  crossed  the  trail  that  led  over  the  mountain  to 
Spondulicks,  they  halted  and  looked  to  see  If  the  stage-coach 
was  anywhere  in  sight. 

“There  she  comes!”  exclaimed  Wild,  pointing  to  a  cloud  of 
dust  in  the  distance.  “The  driver  Is  behind  time,  and  he 
is  trying  to  make  it  up.  I  guess.” 

“That  is  it,  most  likely,”  nodded  Jenkins.  “We  will  wait 
here  till  she  conies  in.” 

Half  a  minute  later  both  could  see  the  hurrying  outfit 
pretty  plainly. 

Suddenly  Wild  noticed  that  there  were  only  three  horses 
to  the  vehicle. 

“Something  is  wrong!”  he  exclaimed.  “One  of  the  leaders 
is  gone.” 

His  companion  nodded,  and  then  shrugged  his  shoulders 
significantly. 

It  occurred  to  him  that  there  had  been  a  hold-up. 

Young  Wild  West  thought  the  same  thing,  but  said  noth¬ 
ing  just  then. 

Meantime  the  stage-coach  was  rapidly  nearing  them. 

The  driver,  who  was  handling  the  reins  with  but  one  hand, 
drew  up  when  he  saw  the  two  waiting  for  him. 

“AA’hat’s  the  matter?”  called  out  Wild. 

“A  hold-up!”  was  the  reply.  “Two  passengers  shot  an’ 
ther  mail  gone!” 

“The  dickens  you  say!”  and  Wild  jumped  into  the  vehicle, 
followed  by  his  companion,  and  rode  on  over  to  the  post- 
ofilee. 

There  had  been  but  two  passengers  to  start  from  Spondu¬ 
licks,  and  one  of  them  was  dead  and  the  other  pretty  badly 
wounded. 

The  latter  our  friends  learned  as  soon  as  they  got  into  the 
stage-coach. 

The  driver  had  been  shot  in  the  left  arm,  and  when  he 
brought  the  horses  to  a  standstill  in  the  little  square,  a  crowd 
immediately  gathered  about  him. 

It  was  the  first  time  there  had  been  a  stage-coach  robbery 
io  that  section  in  over  a  month,  and  they  were  anxious  to 
learn  how  it  happened. 

“Whites  or  reds?”  queried  Wild,  after  he  had  turned  the 
wounded  passenger  over  to  the  only  doctor  the  town  boasted 

of. 

“Both,”  replied  the  man.  “It  happened  right  over  where 
Bob  Runner’s  gang  got  wiped  out  that  time.” 

The  young  prince  of  the  saddle  wras  very  much  interested. 

“Ever  seen  any  of  the  whites  before?”  he  asked. 

“Nope!  Strangers,  every  one  of  ’em.  Ther  reds  was  Sioux, 
I  guess,  though  I  didn’t  have  much  time  to  look  at  ’em.  We 
put  up  a  stiff  fight,  but  got  ther  worst  of  it.  There  was 
more’n  a  dozen  of  ’em.” 

“Boys,”  said  Young  Wild  West,  turning  to  the  crowd  of 
men,  which  now  numbered  easily  thirty  or  forty,  “we  have 
got  to  wipe  this  gang  out!” 

“That’s  right!”  cried  old  Sam  Murdock,  the  postmaster. 
“We  can’t  tolerate  this  kind  of  business  here  in  AA’eston. 
Here  ther  mail  is  gone  ng’in.  I’m  putty  sure  there  was 
twelve  hundred  dollars  in  money  in  it,  ’cause  I  heard  ther 
feller  what’s  buildin’  ther  printin’  office  say  that  he  expected 
that  amount  in  a  letter  any  day  now.” 

“Too  had!”  said  some  one  else,  and  then  all  hands  united 
in  swearing  vengeance  on  the  gang  who  had  committed  the 
crime. 

“Well,  boys,”  said  Wild,  “the  best  thing  we  can  do  is  to 
start  right  out  and  see  if  we  can’t  run  the  hounds  to  cover. 
Tt  may  be  that  they  have  got  a  hangout  somewhere  up  on  the 
mountain,  and  it  may  be  that  we  could  find  it.  I  am  going 
just  as  soon  as  I  can  get  my  horse.” 

That  was  quite  enough.  A  score  or  more  of  the  men 
Started  for  their  horses. 

Young  Wild  AYest  hurried  back  to  his  headquarters,  and 
telling  Cheyenne  Charlie  and  Jack  Robedee  what  was  in  the 
wind,  made  for  the  stable. 

Spitfire,  the  beautiful  sorrel,  was  saddled  and  bridled  in 
short  order,  and  when  AA’ild  rode  over  to  the  trail,  Charlie, 
Jim  and  Jack  were  right  behind  him. 

They  were  in  time  to  overtake  about  twenty  of  the  miners 
w  ho  bad  set  out  to  t>e  revenged  upon  the  white  renegades 
and  Indh, ns  tor  holding  up  the  stage-coach  and  robbing  the 
Wall  bugs, 

Amtng  Wild  W  est  wil]  lead  ther  way!"  cried  a  brawny 
nine;.  He  s  ther  only  one  ns  kin  lead  us  to  victory!" 

This  was  answered  by  a  cheer  from  all  hands,  and  then 
t!,r-  posst  of  uorsi'jm  n  rode  up  the  trail,  sending  up  clouds 
of  dust. 

It  was  shortly  before  noon,  but  not  one  of  the  determined 


men  thought  about  waiting  to  get  dinner;  they  thought  only 
of  what  they  considered  their  duty,  which  was  to  rid  tb" 
earth  of  the  villains  they  hoped  to  find. 

AA’ild  knew  perfectly  well  that  the  outlaws  would  not  he 
apt  to  be  found  on  the  trail,  but  he  had  an  idea  that  they 
might  have  a  secret  headquarters  not  very  fur  from  it. 

There  were  so  many  caves  and  places  that  were  Just  suit¬ 
able  for  secret  hangouts  that  it  was  more  than  probable  that 
it  would  be  years  before  the  mountains  would  be  given  up 
by  such  hands  of  lawless  men. 

True.  Young  AA’ild  AA’est  had  wiped  out  more  than  one 
gang  since  AA’eston  became  a  town,  but  there  were  new  ones 
forming  all  the  time,  and  it  was  necessary  to  be  on  the  look¬ 
out  all  the  while  for  danger. 

This  new  gang  that  had  just  operated  so  successfully  on 
the  mail  coach,  was  a  surprise  to  the  good  citizens  of  AA’eston, 
but  they  were  just  as  anxious  to  wipe  it  out  as  they  had  been 
for  any  that  had  preceded  it. 

About  two  miles  up  the  trail  the  way  was  pretty  level  for 
a  long  distance. 

The  trail,  which  was  now  beginning  to  be  quite  a  road, 
wound  around  the  side  of  the  mountains,  and  finally  brought 
up  into  Spondulicks,  fifteen  miles  from  AA’eston. 

About  half-way  between  these  two  towns  the  trail  switched 
off  and  ran  on  till  it  came  to  the  open  prairie  beyond  the 
foothills. 

This  was  the  quarter  where  most  of  the  rough  element 
came. 

True,  there  were  any  number  of  bad  men  and  desperadoes 
w'ho  came  by  the  way  of  Spondulicks,  but  they  were  mostly 
professional  in  their  way,  and  could  be  more  easily  managed 
than  the  villainous  renegades  who  had  been  driven  from 
their  regular  haunts,  and  rode  over  the  prairie  until  by  de¬ 
sign  or  accident  they  struck  the  trail  that  led  into  AA’eston. 

Our  friends  soon  reached  the  place  where  the  hold-up  took 
place. 

The  carcass  of  a  horse  lay  on  the  side  of  the  road,  but 
that  was  all  there  was  to  show  that  there  had  been  a  fight. 

If  any  of  the  attacking  party  had  been  killed  the  bodies 
had  been  carried  off. 

AA’ild  dismounted,  and  made  an  examination  of  the  ground. 

It  was  quite  sandy  in  one  place,  and  he  soon  noticed  foot¬ 
prints  made  by  moccasined  feet  and  heavy  cavalry  boots. 

That  was  all  he  could  discern,  so  he  concluded  that  there 
had  not  been  more  than  two  of  the  scoundrels  who  had  dis¬ 
mounted— a  white  man  and  an  Indian. 

There  were  plenty  of  hoofprints,  but  they  did  not  signify 
anything. 

The  robbing  was  done  by  a  red  and  a  paleface,  boys,” 
said  AA’ild.  “The  shooting  was  done  from  horseback,  and  then 
two  men  got  off  and  took  charge  of  the  spoils.  That  makes 
it  look  as  though  the  whites  and  reds  had  not  quite  come 
to  an  understanding  yet,  otherwise  there  would  not  have 
been  one  of  each  to  take  charge  of  the  booty.  This  makes 
it  appear  to  me  that  the  gang  is  a  newly  organized  one.  This 
is  probably  their  first  start  in  business.  Now,  then,  the  thing 
is  to  find  where  they  are.” 

The  daring  young  felloAv  had  scarcely  uttered  the  words, 
when  a  rifle  cracked  from  a  point  off  to  the  right,  and  a  bullet 
whizzed  past  his  head. 

“Ah!”  he  exclaimed.  “They  are  closer  by  than  we  ex¬ 
pected.  Charlie,  did  you  see  where  that  puff  of  smoke  came 
from?  There  is  some  one  there  who  wants  my  scalp  I 
guess.”  ’  * 

AA  ild  had  himself  seen  the  smoke  curling  upward  from 
a  point  about  two  hundred  yards  distant,  and  when  Cueyenue 
Charlie  pointed  out  the  exact  spot  he  was  sure  he  had  made 
no  mistake. 

“Just  hold  my  horse,  one  of  you,  and  wait  here  till  I  come 
back,  unless  I  shoot  when  you  will  know  1  am  iu  trouble, 
or  have  laid  one  of  the  scoundrels  low.  I’m  going  t<>  trv 
and  creep  around  and  get  a  look  at  the  place  where  that 
shot  came  from.  You  had  better  get  behind  that  bend  In 
the  road  over  there  a  trifle,  or  one  of  you  might  get  winded 
There  is  no  telling  what  kind  of  shots  there  are  In  the  mixed 
gang.  ” 


There  was  not  a  man  among  them  who  raised  a  bit  of  ob¬ 
jection  to  what  AVild  said. 


Ihey  had  the  utmost  confidence  in  him.  and  thomrh  his 
partners  would  very  much  have  liked  to  go  with  him  on  his 
Utile  scouting  trip,  they  did  not  ask  him 
They  were  quite  sure  that  he  would  have  selected 
more  of  them  if  he  had  thought  it  wise  to  do 
AA  ild  drew  buck  behind  the  bend  with 


me  or 


the 


so. 

uieu. 


a  ml  then 
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Vf  cot  rpon  hi'S  hands  nnd  knees  nnd  crawled  close  to  the 
almost  ivrp-  ndicular  wall  of  rock  on  the  left. 

Thl<  wjis  the  side  that  the  shot  came  from,  so  there  was 
tc  larger  of  lii<  movements  being  perceived. 

He  worked  his  way  down  the  trail  for  perhaps  two  hun¬ 
dred  feet,  when  he  came  to  a  place  where  he  could  clamber 
upward  by  a  circuitous  way  to  somewhere  close  to  the  polut 
where  the  shot  came  from. 

Xo  one  knew  his  business  better  than  Young  Wild  West 
did.  and  he  moved  as  silently  as  a  panther  stealing  upon  its 

prey. 

He  veil  know  that  If  the  outlaws  who  had  robbed  the  mail 
coach  were  really  up  where  the  shot  had  been  lived  from, 
they  would  be  watching  the  men  who  were  gathered  in  a 
bunch  around  the  bend. 

They  would  hardly  be  expecting  a  visit  from  one  alone. 

Though  our  hero  did  not  exactly  intend  to  pay  them  a 
visit,  he  did  mean  to  get  close  enough  to  see  just  how  thev 
were  located. 

That  is.  of  course,  if  there  was  any  more  than  one  there. 

Only  one  shot  had  been  fired,  and  that  might  mean  that 
there  was  only  one  there. 

Nearer  and  nearer  Wild  got  to  the  point. 

He  was  proceeding  with  the  utmost  caution  now,  for  he 
did  not  know  at  what  moment  he  might  come  upon  some 
one. 

There  was  a  narrow  ledge  in  front  of  him,  which  ran  in 
an  angle  around  the  face  of  a  precipice,  and  he  felt  that  if 
he  could  manage  to  get  across  this  he  would  be  able  to  see 
something. 


CHAPTER  II. 

THE  DUEL  OX  THE  MOUNTAIN-SIDE. 

As  \oung  Wild  West  started  to  creep  along  the  narrow 
ledge  a  presentiment  of  danger  suddenly  came  upon  him. 

As  he  reached  the  angle  where  the  turn  must  be  made  he 
paused  for  an  instant  and  listened. 

Then  he  gave  a  start  of  surprise,  for  the  labored  breath¬ 
ing  of  a  human  being  within  a  few  feet  of  him  came  to  his 
ears. 

Revolver  in  hand,  he  crouched  on  the  ledge  that  overhung 
the  deep  abyss,  and  waited  for  what  was  to  come. 

But  not  the  least  tinge  of  fear  shot  through  the  boy’s 
frame.  He  was  simply  anxious,  and  as  cool  as  though  he 
were  but  waiting  for  the  appearance  of  a  friend  who  was  to 
meet  him  there. 

The  breathing  denoted  that  whoever  it  might  be  was  crawl¬ 
ing  along  the  ledge  from  the  opposite  direction. 

That  meant  that  a  meeting  of  the  two  was  inevitable. 

There  was  no  other  place  where  a  person  could  be  and  his 
breathing  heard. 

In  less  than  two  seconds,  though  it  seemed  a  great  deal 
longer  to  Wild,  a  tuft  of  feathers  suddenly  showed  within 
three  feet  of  his  face. 

He  raised  his  revolver  to  fire,  but  before  he  could  pull  the 
trigger  the  tuft  was  thrown  back  and  the  ugly  face  of  a 
Sioux  chief  peered  from  behind  the  angle  of  rock. 

“Ah!”  exclaimed  Young  Wild  West,  a  tinge  of  triumph 
In  his  voice.  “Gray  Elk.  I  am  glad  to  meet  you!  I  heard 
that  you  were  dead,  but  it  seems  that  it  was  a  false  report.” 

“Ugh!”  grunted  the  Indian.  “Paleface  boy  make  heap 
big  talk.  He  no  want  to  see  Gray  Elk!” 

“Oh.  yes,  he  does,  chief.  You  know  that  I  owe  you  an 
old  grudge,  don’t  you?  You  have  sworn  a  dozen  times  to 
wear  my  scalp  in  your  belt;  you  have  had  me  tied  to  a  tree 
and  enjoyed  yourself  throwing  knives  and  tomahawks  at  me; 
yon  have  lighted  the  fire  to  burn  me  at  the  stake,  but  here 
i  arn  yet.  Now,  Gray  Elk.  one  of  us  has  got  to  die!  One 
of  us  will  go  tumbling  to  the  sharp  rocks  a  thousand  feet 
w,  and  the  carrion  birds  will  feast  upon  the  decaying 

-h.  Which  of  us  is  It  to  be,  Gray  Elk?” 

The  face  of  an  Indian  Is  generally  almost  devoid  of  ex- 
,,r. n.  but  at  that  moment  Wild  was  certain  that  he  saw 
i  - r  n  -.jade  of  fear  cross  the  swarthy  countenance  that  was 
to  near  hirn. 

He  b'ld  the  life  Of  Gray  Elk  right  in  his  hand,  but  he 
b^itafed  about  sending  him  to  the  happy  hunting  grounds 

of  his  fa  them. 

The  boy  could  not  see  Wliat  sort  of  a  weapon  the  redskin 
bad.  a»  only  his  bead  showed  around  the  corner  of  rock. 

-7  paleface  has  spoken,”  said  the  chief,  in  his  peculiar 
»:  .4  *0:4  v. ay.  “He  speak-  the  truth  when  he  says  that  one 


of  us  must  die.  The  eye  of  the  paleface  boy  is  as  true  as 
the  eagle’s  and  he  knows  who  it  will  be  that  will  go  to  the 
happy  hunting  grounds.  He  knows  that  Gray  Elk  has  no 
chance.  Let  him  shoot!” 

Then  in  a  low,  humming  voice  that  was  weird  and  un¬ 
natural  he  began  chanting  his  death  song. 

Young  Wild  West  hesitated. 

There  was  not  a  drop  of  cowardly  blood  in  his  body,  and 
he  could  not  send  the  Indian  to  eternity  without  a  show  to 
defend  himself. 

Gray  Elk  was  one  of  the  worst  of  all  the  allies  that  Sit¬ 
ting  Bull  ever  had,  and  the  terrible  crimes  laid  at  his  door 
were  many;  but  Young  Wild  West  realized  at  thut  moment 
that  he  was  human. 

And  he  could  not  murder  him,  though  he  well  kuew  it 
would  not  be  called  such. 

All  he  had  to  do  was  to  press  the  trigger  of  the  heavy 
Colt’s  six-shooter  he  held  in  his  hand,  and  Gray  Elk  would 
utter  a  sharp  cry  and  go  whirling  downward  to  the  bottom 
of  the  abyss. 

If  ever  a  mortal  thought  liis  time  had  come  it  was  cer¬ 
tainly  the  Sioux  chief. 

He  had  raised  his  eyes  toward  the  sky.  and  was  chanting 
the  deatli  song  as  though  he  was  afraid  he  would  not  get; 
enough  of  it  in  before  the  end  came,  when  suddenly  Wild 
spoke. 

“Gray  Elk,  I  am  going  to  give  you  a  chance  for  your  life,” 
he  said.  “Come  on  around.  We  will  go  back  to  an  open 
spot  a  few  yards  from  here,  and  fight  it  out.” 

Instantly  the  deatli  song  ceased. 

Something  like  gratitude  shone  from  the  red  man’s  eyes  for 
just  an  instant,  and  then  with  a  nod,  he  exclaimed- 

“Ugh!” 

That  meant  as  much  as  though  he  was  satisfied  and  thank¬ 
ful  at  the  same  time. 

Wild  began  crawling  back  and  the  chief  followed  him 
without  the  least  hesitation. 

When  the  boy  reached  the  solid  ground  he  got  up  on  his 
feet. 

“Gray  Elk,”  said  he.  “I  know  you  can  tell  the  truth  when 
you  want  to.  Now,  tell  me  this:  Are  you  here  alone?” 

“Yes!  Others  gone,  one,  two  miles;  me  come  back,  for  Gray 
Elk  feel  that  paleface  boy  would  come  to  shoot  men  who  take 
what  belong  to  the  Great  Father  at  Washington,” 

The  redskin  referred  to  the  mail  as  belonging  to  the  Presi¬ 
dent  of  the  United  States. 

All  Indians  called  the  President  the  Great  Father. 

“So  you  thought  I  would  come?” 

“Yes;  and  when  Gray  Elk  see  you  he  shoot,  hut  it  was  too 
far  for  his  bullet.  Then  he  wait  for  you  to  come  to  him  ” 

“And  I  came.  Well,  Gray  Elk,  I  must  say  that  you  are  a 
pretty  good  judge  of  my  nature.  There  is  one  thing  I  want 
to  tell  you,  however,  and  that  is,  that  if  I  had  shot  at  you 
from  the  same  distance  as  you  did  me,  I  would  have  killed 
you.  My  aim  is  true,  Gray  Elk.” 

“The  paleface  boy  talks  true;  Young  Wild  West  a  heap  big 
brave.  ” 

“Thanks,  chief.  That  is  indeed  a  great  compliment.  Now 
then,  how  do  you  want  to  fight?” 

There  w-as  so  much  coolness  about  Wild  that  the  redskin  was 
forced  to  look  at  him  admiringly. 

“The  paleface  boy  shall  say  which  way  we  fight,”  he  an¬ 
swered.  “He  will  say  the  pistol,  for  he  never  misses  with 
that.”  ■*— 

“Suppose  I  say  we  shall  fight  with  hunting-knives,  will  that 
suit  you?” 

“Ugh!  Young  Wild  West  has  spoken.  We  will  fight  with 
knives.” 

“Come  on,  then,  chief.  Lay  down  your  firearms.  Here  is  a 
good  place.” 

Gray  Elk  obeyed  to  the  letter,  and  two  minutes  later  the  two 
stood  facing  each  other  with  no  other  weapons  than  keen- 
edged  hunting-knives. 

Wild  knew  that  the  redskin  could  use  this  sort  of  a  weapon 
a  great  deal  better  than  he  could  a  revolver,  so  he  gave  him  a 
chance. 

But  never  once  did  he  think  that  Gray  Elk  would  get  the 
best  of  the  struggle. 

Wild  knew  what,  he  could  do,  and  lie  relied  upon  himself  to 
do  it. 

Compared  to  the  big-framed  Indian  he  was  but  a  stripling, 
but  he  was  by  far  the  most  active. 

Gray  Elk  was  getting  along  in  years;  he  had  seen  his  best 
day 3  at  hand-to-hand  fighting,  but  still  there  was  a  whole  lot 
in  him  yet.  * 
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“Are  you  ready,  chief?” 

“Ugh!" 

Then  the  two  blades  flashed  in  the  bright  sunlight,  and  the 
duel  on  the  mountain-side  was  on. 

Clash!  Clash! 

The  knives  came  together,  sending  out  sparks  of  fire.  It  was 
to  be  a  fight  to  the  death,  for  both  were  terribly  in  earnest. 

Back  and  forward,  aud  from  the  right  to  the  left  they  sprang 
with  nimble  feet,  the  labored  breathing  of  the  Indian  chief, 
the  clashing  of  the  blades  of  steel  and  the  sliding  of  their 
feet  mingling  into  a  confused  sound. 

Wild  was  perfectly  at  his  ease.  He  knew  that,  barring  the 
unexpected,  he  would  soon  be  able  to  give  the  red  man  his 
death  blow. 

An^  Gray  Elk  realized  that  if  he  was  going  to  win  he  must 
do  it  quickly. 

He  suddenly  changed  his  tactics,  and  began  forcing  the  fight, 
cutting  right  and  left  at  his  nimble  antagonist. 

Wild  deftly  dodged  every  blow,  and  then  when  the  opening 
came  he  struck  the  blow  that  was  to  end  the  fight. 

It  did  end  it,  but  not  in  the  way  he  expected  it  to. 

The  Indian  must  have  divined  what  that  blow  meant,  for  he 
made  a  desperate  motion  to  ward  it  off,  and  Young  Wild  West’s 
bla.de  struck  him  on  the  fingers  that  clutched  the  hilt  of  his 
knife,  and  with  a  clang  the  weapon  dropped  to  the  ground. 

With  the  blood  spurting  from  his  wounded  fingers,  Gray 
Elk  took  a  backward  step  and  threw  out  his  breast  to  receive 
the  death  blow. 

But  instead  of  delivering  it,  Wild  thrust  his  knife  into  his 
belt. 

"Go  on,  Gray  Elk!  ”  he  said,  in  a  voice  that  was  full  of  mean¬ 
ing.  “If  there  is  any  good  in  your  heart,  remember  that  Young 
Wild  West,  the  paleface  boy,  has  given  you  your  life.  Don’t 
ever  let  me  see  you  again!” 

The  chief  looked  amazed,  as  much  as  an  Indian  could,  and 
then  without  a  wrord,  turned  and  picked  up  his  trappings  and 
started  around  the  ledge. 

Wild  watched  him  till  he  was  out  of  sight,  and  then  started 
back  to  the  trail  where  he  had  left  his  companions. 

He  found  them  waiting  for  him,  rather  anxiously,  too,  for 
they  were  not  sure  that  he  had  not  run  into  an  ambush. 

“Did  you  learn  anything?”  asked  Cheyenne  Charlie. 

“Yes;  the  mixed  gang  of  outlaws  is  located  somewhere  with¬ 
in  a  mile  or  two  of  where  we  are  now.” 

“How  did  you  learn  this?”  Jim  Dart  asked. 

“Old  Gray  Elk,  the  Sioux  chief,  told  me." 

“What!  ” 

“That  is  right.  He  is  not  dfead,  after  all.  It  was  he  who 
fired  the  shot  from  over  there.  I  had  quite  a  talk  with  him, 
but  knew  there  rvas  no  use  in  asking  him  a  whole  lot  of  ques¬ 
tions.” 

“Well,  we  didn’t  hear  you  shoot,  so  you  must  have  fixed  him 
with  your  sticker,”  observed  Jack  Robedee,  as  he  moved  over 
to  see  if  there  was  any  blood  on  Wild’s  shirt. 

There  was  some  there,  and  he  gave  a  nod  of  approval. 

“Oh!  I  didn’t  kill  the  old  redskin,”  said  Wild.  “I  could 
have  done  it  easily,  but  I  gave  him  a  chance  for  his  life.  Some¬ 
how  I  didn’t  feel  in  the  humor  to  kill  a  human  being  without 
giving  him  a  show  for  his  life.  I  gave  him  the  show,  and 
when  the  time  came  for  me  to  give  him  the  finish  he  threw  up 
his  hand  and  caught  it  on  the  fingers.  He  dropped  his  knife, 
and  I  told  him  to  go  on.” 

“Well,  you  are  what  I  call  a  wonder!”  exclaimed  Cheyenne 
Charlie.  “Why,  he  is  the  worst  enemy  you  have  got  among 
the  Sioux  gang!” 

“He  will  lay  for  you  an’  plug  you  ther  first  chance  he  gits  ” 
added  Robedee. 

“Well,  1  told  him  never  to  let  me  see  him  again,  and  if  he 
does  let  me  see  him  I  shall  certainly  draw  a  bead  on  him 
Come!  Let  us  now  hunt  for  the  outlaw  gang.” 

His  knowledge  of  the  vicinity  made  Young  Wild  West  have 
a  pretty  good  idea  of  where  the  gang  might  be  located. 

Thoie  were  plenty  of  good  hiding  places  on  the  mountain 
as  has  been  said,  but  he  felt  quite  sure  that  they  would  not 
locate  very  far  from  the  train. 


It  >\as  there  where  they  meant  to  do  business,  and  tf  they 
e\pe.  ted  to  keep  posted  on  what  was  passing  to  and  fro  they 
must  not  be  too  far  away. 

The  cay  the  famous  outlaw,  Rob  Runner  and  his  gang  had 
occupied  had  been  pretty  well  demolished  by  explosions  of  gun- 

powder,  but  it  would  still  make  an  admirable  retreat  for  such  a 
villainous  gang. 

And  if  they  were  really  all  new  hands  in  that  part  of  the 
cr>  titry,  i  would  be  quite  likely  that  they  would  t"ko  to  that 
nlare  aa  well  as  any  other.  . 


That  is  the  way  Wild  figured  it  to  himself. 

“I  think  we  had  better  let  our  horses  go  along  at  a  walk  ” 
he  said.  “We  don’t  want  to  let  them  know  we  are  coming,  if 
they  should  happen  to  be  located  at  the  old  place.” 

"That’s  right!”  cried  one  of  the  miners.  "Young  Wild  West 
knows  what’s  what.” 

This  was  the  general  opinion  of  all  bands,  so  with  the  hand¬ 
some  young  rider  in  the  lead  the  band  of  determined  avengers 
rode  along  the  trail. 

It  was  just  about  a  mile  from  the  place  where  the  meeting 
with  Gray  Elk  occurred  that  the  cave  of  Rob  Runner  was 
located. 

When  near  the  spot  Wild’s  keen  eyes  suddenly  detected  the 
head  of  a  man  peering  from  behind  a  jagged  rock  at  the  top 
of  the  little  bluff  over  the  cave. 

"Halt!”  he  said,  in  a  low  tone,  but  loud  enough  for  them 
all  to  hear.  “Our  game  is  in  that  cave.  I  caught  a  glimpse  of 
one  of  them  just  now.” 

No  one  else  had  seen  the  man’s  head,  but  they  did  not  for 
an  instant  doubt  Wild. 

He  had  a  way  of  seeing  and  doing  things  that  they  could 
not. 

Young  Wild  West  smiled  in  a  satisfied  manner  as  Jim,  Char¬ 
lie  and  Jack  looked  at  him  expectantly. 

“We  have  been  here  before,”  he  said  calmly.  “We  will  play 
the  same  game  we  did  when  we  put  Rob  Runner  and  his  gang 
off  the  earth.” 

“That  means  that  some  of  us  will  drop  in  the  cave  from  the 
split  in  the  ridge,  an’  ther  rest  stay  out  here  an’  fix  ’em  as  fast 
as  they  come  out?”  Cheyenne  Charlie  said  questioningly. 

“Yes;  a  half-pound  of  powder  will  start  them,  I  guess.  Who's 
got  it?” 

No  one  had  a  can,  but  one  of  the  miners  had  a  horn  that  con¬ 
tained  that  much  of  the  explosive,  so  Wild  promptly  began 
making  a  fuse. 


CHAPTER  III. 

THE  CAPTURE  AND  ESCAPE  OF  HICKORY  HIPE. 

When  the  improvised  bomb  was  made,  Wild  turned  to  Jim 
and  Charlie,  and  said: 

“You  two  will  go  with  me;  the  others  will  ride  back  about  a 
hundred  feet  and  dismount,  and  when  they  hear  the  powder 
explode  run  up  the  trail  and  make  the  red  and  white  renegades 
either  fight  or  surrender.  Is  that  understood,  boys?" 

“Yes,  yes!”  was  the  reply. 

“Very  well.  We  will  chase  them  out,  so  look  out  you  don’t 
fire  on  us  when  we  come  out  of  the  front  of  the  cave.” 

“We’ll  be  on  ther  watch,”  answered  Jack  Robedee. 

Wild  and  his  two  companions  now  started  up  the  rocky 
ascent  to  get  upon  the  ridge  that  ran  over  the  top  of  the  cave. 

They  had  all  been  there  before,  so  they  knew  just  how  to 
get  there. 


ine  young  deadshot  was  soon  at  the  place  where  he  had 
seen  the  man’s  head  when  he  rode  up  the  trail  at  the  head 
of  the  men. 

But  there  v  as  no  sign  of  a  human  beiDg  there  now. 

A  big  portion  of  the  top  of  the  cave  had  tumbled  in  from 
the  effects  of  a  former  explosion,  but  there  was  still  ample 
room  for  a  score  or  more  of  men  and  their  horses  to  stav  in. 

Leaning  over  the  break  in  the  top  of  the  ridge  of  rock,’  our 
three  friends  listened. 

They  could  hear  the  pawing  of  horses’  hoofs  and  the  noise 
.*na,dG  by  the  nnim&ls  cis  they  munch(?<l  th0  hav  th0ir  owners 
had  provided  for  them. 

Wild  nodded  significantly. 

I  don  t  want  to  kill  any  one  with  the  explosion  "  sa'd  he 
“Nor  do  I  want  to  hurt  their  horses.  We  will  just  touch  it 
off  so  it  will  force  them  to  run  out.  and  at  the  same  time  fill 
the  cave  with  a  thick  smoke.” 

“Oh!  It  won’t  hurt  if  it  kills  a  couple  of  ther  rascals  "  r’- 
Cheyenne  Charlie  “They  don't  mind  killin'  any  one 
in  cold  blood,  so  I  don  t  know  why  they  shouldn't  be  treated 
ther  same. 

"Never  mind,  now;  I'll  do  the  touching  off.  Let  us  find  \ 
good  place  to  slide  down  when  the  powder  gce3  off  We  nuut 

thi,,k  ,hat  a  dcKa « » 

pla?^r^utTui^he1Cr“SrZemann"  and  800”  f°Und  * 

Just  as  Coring  Wild  West  had  lighted  the  lu<e  at:-, -hod 
to  ihe  powder  horn  he  detected  the  torm  of  a  man  sneak,  i?* 
the  suacc  below  them. 
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He  had  been  almost  directly  beneath  them  all  the  time,  and 
evidently  heard  what  they  were  talking  about. 

Instantly  three  revolvers  were  leveled  at  him.  and  a  hoarse 
whisper  from  Wild  told  him  to  come  back. 

Instead  of  obeying,  the  outlaw  got  upon  his  feet  and  started 
to  run  to  the  forward  part  of  the  cave. 

l*cn  t  fire!  exclaimed  Wild,  and  then  he  let  the  powder 
horn  go  at  the  man. 

It  struck  him  full  in  the  back,  and  bounding  back,  fell 
upon  the  ground  in  the  cave's  center. 

The  next  instaut  it  exploded  with  a  loud  noise,  causing  the 
rovk>  ground  to  dislodge  from  under  them  and  send  our  three 
friends  sliding  to  the  cave  below. 

They  had  intended  to  come  down,  but  not  in  this  way. 

“Now,  then,  open  fire!”  cried  Young  Wild  West.  “We  can't 
see  our  game,  so  we  must  shoot  on  a  line  with  our  breasts. 
Now!" 

Their  shooters  began  to  crack  away  right  merrily,  while 
the  cave  rang  with  hoarse  yells  and  cries  of  fright. 

The  explosion  had  not  harmed  one  of  the  villains,  nor  were 
the  shots  of  Wild  and  his  two  friends  touching  them  at  all. 

But  they  did  not  want  to  get  touched  by  the  bullets,  so  they 
did  just  what  the  men  of  Weston  wanted  them  to  do.  They 
made  for  the  open  air. 

No  man  likes  to  put  up  a  fight  where  he  cannot  see  his  oppo¬ 
nent,  so  it  was  only  natural  that,  taken  by  surprise  as  they 
were,  the  villains  wanted  to  get  out  where  they  could  see  what 
they  were  doing. 

Out  they  rushed  into  the  open,  only  to  find  themselves  con¬ 
fronted  by  a  crowd  of  determined  men  with  leveled  revolvers. 

Three  or  four  of  the  band  put  up  a  fight,  but  bit  the  dust 
in  short  order  for  their  pains. 

hen  Wild  and  hie  two  companions  came  groping  out  of 
the  cave  the  outlaws  had  surrendered,  and  they  were  rapidly 
being  made  prisoners. 

There  were  less  than  a  dozen  of  them  now  that  three  or 
four  had  gone  under,  and  six  of  them  were  Indians. 

Wild  quickly  looked  them  over.  He  expected  to  see  Gray 
Elk  among  them,  but  he  was  not  there. 

The  leader  of  the  gang  was  a  reckless  fellow,  who  went  by 
the  name  of  Hickory  Hipe. 

This  our  friends  quickly  found  out  by  questioning  one  of 
the  most  badly  scared  of  the  gang  at  the  point  of  a  revolver. 

They  also  learned  that  the  mall  taken  from  the  stage-coach 
was  in  the  cave  unharmed,  save  that  which  the  money  had 
been  taken  from,  and  a  couple  of  the  miners  went  in  and 
got  it. 

“Hickory  Hipe  has  got  all  the  money,”  said  the  man.  “He 
hadn’t  divided  it  yet.  Half  was  to  go  to  Gray  Elk  an’  his  reds, 
an’  the  rest  was  to  be  ours.” 

“Where  is  Gray  Elk?”  questioned  Wild. 

“He  ain’t  been  with  us  since  the  hold-up,”  was  the  reply. 

“The  old  fellow  hasn’t  got  back,  then,”  thought  the  boy. 
“Well,  it  is  a  good  thing  for  him  that  he  has  not,  for  he  would 
swing  along  with  the  rest.” 

The  leader  of  the  band  was  soon  relieved  of  the  plunder,  and 
fierce  were  the  expressions  he  showered  upon  them. 

“You’ve  got  me!  ”  he  cried.  “But  yer  wouldn’t  have  done  it  if 
I  hadn’t  had  a  gang  of  sniveiin’  idiots  with  me.  I  come  from 
Texas,  where  they  raise  men  what  don’t  know  what  fear  is. 
This  let  of  men  I  had  with  me  ain’t  worth  powder  to  blow  ’em 
to  ther  old  boy! ” 

“Never  mind  telling  us  that,”  retorted  Young  Wild  West,  in 
his  easy-going  way.  “We  have  got  you,  just  as  we  always  get 
men  of  your  stamp.  You  are  not  the  first  to  fall  into  our 
hands,  and  I  hardly  think  you  will  be  the  laat.  We  have  plenty 
of  good,  strong  rope  down  in  Weston,  and  there  is  a  piece 
waiting  there  for  you.  You  say  you  hail  from  Texas,  and  if 
that  is  so,  I  rather  think  you  are  wishing  now  that  you  stayed 
there,  for  you  are  going  to  dance  on  nothing  before  the  sun 
sets  this  day.” 

“I  ain’t  worrying  over  it,”  was  the  sullen  retort.  “I  ain’t 
given  up  yet,  either.  I’ve  been  in  just  as  tight  places  as  this 
an’  got  out  of  ’em.” 

“The  next  tight  place  you  get  into  will  be  a  rope  necktie,” 
observed  Jim  Dart.  “Come  on,  boys!  Let’s  get  their  horses 
out  of  the  cave,  the  smoke  has  gone  pretty  well,  now.” 

Half  a  dozen  of  the  men  went  in  and  led  out  the  horses. 

Not  one  of  them  had  been  injured  by  the  explosion,  though 
they  were  all  more  or  less  excited. 

The  captured  villains  were  forced  to  mount,  and  then  they 
w<  ri-  tied  to  the  animals  and  the  ride  back  to  Weston  began. 

Th<-  miner*  wer®  elated  at  having  brought  the  outlaws  to 
Jo-.'J"-  /o  qubkly  All  there  was  left  to  do  now  was  to  hang  j 
U‘*  wound  r*la  and  bury  them. 


But  they  wore  not  destined  to  hang  them  all  just  then,  for 
when  but  half  a  mile  from  the  outskirts  of  Weston,  Hickory 
Hipe,  the  leader  of  the  captured  gang,  uttered  a  yell  to  his 
horse,  and  before  a  hand  could  be  raised  to  stay  him,  the  ani¬ 
mal  broke  away  from  the  man  who  held  the  bridle-rein,  and 
dashed  madly  up  a  narrow  gorge  to  the  left. 

“Ha,  ha,  ha!”  laughed  the  men  In  unison. 

They  knew  that  it  was  what  was  called  a  blind  gorge  the 
scoundrel  had  ridden  into,  and  that  before  he  went  half  a 
mile  he  would  fetch  up  against  a  perpendicular  wall  of  rock. 

“A  couple  of  you  go  in  after  him,”  said  Young  Wild  West. 
“We  will  ride  on  into  town.” 

The  two  first  to  turn  their  horses  were  the  ones  permitted 
to  go,  and  then  the  rest  rode  on  down  the  mountain-side. 

Wild  allowed  the  older  ones  in  the  party  to  take  charge  of 
the  prisoners. 

He  knew  what  would  happen  to  them  as  soon  as  they  were 
taken  before  the  judge. 

"Wild,  Jim  and  Jack  reached  the  house  they  occupied  just  in 
time  to  see  a  little  fun. 

About  a  week  before  they  had  given  employment  to  a  young 
colored  fellow,  who  had  reached  Weston  in  a  state  of  bank¬ 
ruptcy. 

His  duties  were  to  take  care  of  the  horses  and  attend  to  all 
other  outside  work. 

His  name  was  Ike,  and  he  had  one  of  the  greatest  appetites 
ever  known. 

Ike  had  a  way  of  sneaking  into  the  kitchen  when  Wing 
Wah,  the  Chinese  cook,  was  not  looking,  and  helping  himself 
to  various  eatables. 


The  Chinaman  was  boss  of  the  kitchen,  and  the  darky  was 
boss  of  the  outside  work,  so  when  Ike  got  to  helping  himself 
Wing  Wah  got  mad. 


He  had  told  Wild  about  it  several  times,  but  he  only  laughed 
and  told  the  cook  to  fire  him  out  the  next  time  he  caught  him 
there.  » 

And  just  as  they  got  to  the  house,  very  hungry  from  what 
they  had  passed  through  up  on  the  mountain,  the  cook  had 
caught  the  darky  stealing  some  of  the  fancy  stuff  he  had  made 
up  to  please  his  masters. 


Wing  Wah  was  going  to  do  just  as  Wild  told  him;  that  is, 
if  he  could. 

He  had  caught  Ike  red-handed,  and  he  got  a  grip  upon  the 
collar  of  his  shirt  before  the  darky  knew  what  struck  him. 

Gettee  out,  you  blackee  tief !  ”  Wing  Wah  was  screaming 
when  our  friends  came  in,  so  they  paused  and  listened. 

“Leggo,  dar!”  cried  Ike.  “I  ain’t  no  thief.  Leggo,  dar!  ” 

“Misler  Wild  say  Wing  Wah  fire  you  ou tee  when  he  catchee 
you.  Outee  you  go!” 

Wild  and  the  other  two  crept  up  to  the  doorway  and  saw  the 
Chinaman  pull  the  coon  over  backward,  and  start  on  a  gallop 
for  the  back  door,  which  was  open. 

They  broke  into  a  hearty  laugh  when  they  saw  Iko  hauled 
outside  and  dumped  in  a  confused  heap  on  the  ground. 

But  the  cook  was  pretty  mad,  and  he  began  to  kickvthe  man- 
of-all-work  with  his  wooden  shoes. 

This  had  the.  effect  of  making  the  darky  get  upon  his  feet 
a  great  deal  quicker,  and  the  next  instant  the  two  belligerents 
were  at  it  hammer  and  tongs. 

“Wow-wow-wow!”  screamed  the  Chinaman,  as  the  darky 
landed  a  couple  of  good  ones  on  his  face. 

“Lookout,  dar!  Stop  youse  scratchin’!”  yelled  Ike  when 
he  got  a  good  dig  across  the  nose. 


In  less  than  ten  seconds  they  clinched,  and  then  they  went 
down,  the  Chinaman  landing  on  top. 

He  took  off  one  of  his  wooden  shoes  and  began  beating-  ike 
over  the  head  with  it,  when  Wild  stepped  up  and  interfered 

“That  will  do,  Wing,”  he  said.  “Never  hit  a  man  when  he 
is  down.  Ike,  you  just  keep  out  of  the  kitchen  hereafter  till 
you  are  called  in  to  get  your  meals.  If  the  cook  has  given 
you  a  licking,  it  serves  you  right.”  6 

no  Marsa  ild.  He  done  pound  me  on  de  head 
wif  him  wooden  shoe.  Dat  no  way  to  fight.  Down  in  ole  Knin 
tucky  we  fight  wif  our  bar  han’s.”  Kaln" 

As  the  darky  said  this  he  pulled  himself  together  and  looker! 
as  though  he  would  like  to  have  another  chance  at  the  Took 

Wing  Wah  was  ready  for  him,  and  he  even  took  a  Men  M 
ward  him.  y  lo' 

“Stop!”  called  out  Wild,  affecting  a  voice  of  anger  “Now 
if  I  catch  you  saying  cross  words  to  each  other  again  I’m  g-oinJ 

to  make  you  fight  it  out  with  pistols.  Do  you  understand 
that?  * 

Both  said  very  meekly  that  they  did,  and  then  our  Mm., 
friends  went  into  the  house  to  get  the  meal  they  hud  u 
so  long  for.  *  waited 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

HOW  CHEYENNE  CHARLIE  BEAT  THE  GAMBLERS. 

“What’s  up,  anyhow?”  asked  Cheyenne  Charlie,  as  he  no¬ 
ticed  the  grins  on  the  faces  of  Jim  and  Jack,  when  Walter 
Jenkins’  wife  delivered  her  message  to  Young  Wild  West. 

“Wait  and  see,”  replied  Jim.  “There  is  going  to  be  sntne 
fun  in  a  few  minutes.” 

“Who  with?” 

“The  Chinee  and  the  coon.” 

Wild  had  made  a  bee-line  for  the  house,  followed  by  Arietta. 

The  rest  followed  them  leisurely. 

"You  fellows  get  them  and  bring  them  out  to  the  platform,’* 
said  Wild.  “I’ll  fix  up  the  pistols  for  them.” 

That  was  sufficient,  and  Charlie  and  Jack  at  once  made  a 

dive  for  the  back  of  the  house  where  the  two  were  at  it  tooth 

and  nail. 

• 

It  made  no  difference  whether  they  wanted  to  come  or  not; 
when  the  two  scouts  got  bold  of  them  they  had  to  go. 

This  took  all  the  fight  out  of  the  belligereut  fair,  but  that 
made  no  difference ;  there  was  going  to  be  a  duel  between 
Africa  and  China,  and  that  was  all  there  was  about  it. 

The  woman  folks  were  soon  told  of  what  was  going  on,  and 
they  were  just  as  anxious  to  see  the  fun  as  the  men. 

.Tim  went  to  the  workmen  and  told  them  to  clear  a  space  on 
that  part  of  the  platform  that  was  completed,  and  they  did  so 
in  no  time. 

In  about  ten  minutes  Wild  and  Arietta  came  over  to  the 
platform,  each  carrying  a  heavy  six-shooter. 

The  chambers  were  loaded  heavily  with  powder,  but  there 
were  no  bullets. 

Ike  and  Wing  Wall  were  dragged  upon  the  platform  and 
made  to  face  each  other  at  a  distance  of  about  twenty  feet. 

“Now,”  said  Wild,  “you  fellows  persist  iu  fighting,  so  now 
you  have  got  to  fight.  This  is  the  way  we  do  it  in  Weston. 

Here  are  revolvers  all  loaded  for  you,  so  all  you  have  got  to  do 
is  to  aim  at  each  other,  and  wheu  I  give  the  word,  let  the  lead 
fly.  Are  you  ready?” 

“Me  ready,  allee  samee,”  Wing  Wall  managed  to  falter. 

“For  de  gracious  sakes,  Marsa  West!”  cried  the  darky,  “I'se 
done  can't  shoot.” 

“Well,  if  you  don’t  shoot  I’ll  begin  to  shoot  myself.  I'll  take 
every  kink  out  of  your  wool,  I  give  you  my  word  for  it.  1 J 
seems  that  you  two  fellows  can’t  get  along,  so  this  is  the  only  r 
way  to  settle  your  differences.  One  or  both  of  you  are  apt  to 
bile  the  dust,  but  wliat  does  that  matter?  It"  only  happens 
once  in  a  lifetime.” 


They  were  really  hungry,  and  as  their  cook  was  an  excep¬ 
tionally  good  one,  they  had  no  cause  to  complain  about  the 
food  set  before  them. 

"There  i3  bound  to  be  some  fun  before  Wing  Wah  and  Ike 
settle  the  difference  that  has  come  between  them,”  said  Jim. 
"If  you  meant  it  when  you  said  that  you  would  make  them 
fight  it  out  with  pistols  if  they  were  caught  quarreling  again, 
I’ll  bet  a  Mexican  cheroot  that  the  fight  will  take  place  before 
sunset.” 

"I  certainly  meant  it,”  replied  Wild.  "But,  of  course,  1 
mean  to  see  to  it  that  there  are  no  bullets  in  the  revolvers 
when  the  fight  takes  place.  I  wouldn’t  bet  with  you,  Jim,  for 
I  feel  that  the  fight  will  come  off,  myself.  It  will  be  a  duel 
between  Africa  and  China,  and  we  will  have  it  on  the  platform 
the  carpenters  are  putting  up.” 

"Ther  Chinee  has  got  ther  most  nerve  of  ther  two,  I  think,” 
remarked  Jack, 

“That’s  not  saying  a  great  deal,  either,”  Jim  hastened  to 
reply. 

“I’ll  speak  to  Walter’s  wife  and  tell  her  to  let  me  know  if 
she  hears  or  sees  any  trouble  between  the  two,”  said  Wild. 

Jenkin3  lived  next  door  in  a  neat  little  shanty  of  his  own. 

The  company  had  given  him  the  lot  to  build  on,  and  he  was 
very  happily  and  comfortably  located. 

Wild  did  speak  to  Mrs.  Jenkins  a  few  minutes  later,  and 
she  promised  to  do  as  he  wanted  her  to,  though  she  could  not 
imagine  what  was  up. 

The  three  walked  over  to  the  office,  which  was  but  a  short 
distance  away,  and  just  as  they  got  there  the  two  men  who 
had  been  sent  up  the  gorge  to  bring  back  Hickory  Hipe  rode 
up. 

They  had  the  outlaw’s  horse,  but  the  villain  was  not  with 
them. 

“We  couldn’t  find  the  galoot,”  said  one  of  them. 

"What!”  exclaimed  Young  Wild  West,  “you  couldn’t  find 
him?” 

"No.  We  hunted  all  around  an’  got  ther  horse,  but  he  was 
gone.  We  picked  up  ther  rope  all  cut  to  pieces  that  he  had 
been  tied  to  ther  horse  with,  but  he’d  disappeared,  jest  as 
though  ther  ground  had  swallered  him!” 

The  men  seemed  to  be  crestfallen  at  their  failure  to  bring 
the  miscreant  in,  for  they  had  taken  their  time  about  it,  think¬ 
ing  surely  that  he  could  not  get  out  of  the  blind  gorge. 

Wild  and  his  companions  could  not  understand  it,  either. 

"There  was  only  one  way  for  him  to  escape,”  observed  our 
hero,  after  a  pause,  "and  that  was  to  be  assisted  by  some  one. 
Now,  then,  who  could  have  cut  the  ropes  that  bound  him,  and 
set  him  free?” 

No  one  could  answer  this,  and  as  the  two  who  had  gone  .after 
the  outlaw  were  entirely  above  suspicion,  it  was  given  up  as  a 
puzzler. 

"That  fellow  will  make  trouble  around  here,”  observed  Jim. 
in  a  low  tone  to  Wild.  "He  is  about  the  ugliest  specimen  of 
a  white  man  1  have  set  my  eyes  on  in  a  long  time.” 

“I  am  a  little  bit  of  that  opinion  myself.”  was  the  reply. 
“Well,  if  he  does  start  in  to  kick  up  a  fuss  around  here,  I  guess 
we  will  be  able  to  make  short  work  of  him.” 

“What  are  we  goin’  to  do  about  It?”  asked  one  of  the  men 
who  hud  returned  without  their  man. 

"There  is  nothing  left  to  do  but  to  scour  the  vicinity,”  re¬ 
torted  Wild.  “You  may  run  across  him.” 

The  men  promptly  put  spurs  to  their  steeds  and  rode  off. 

Their  actions  showed  that  they  meant  to  recapture  Hickory 
Hipe.  if  there  was  a  possible  way  of  doing  it. 

Wild  was  thinking  about  going  after  his  own  horse  and  join¬ 
ing  in  the  hunt,  when  lie  saw  Cheyenne  Charlie  coming  over 
at  the  head  of  a  sort  of  female  procession. 

His  wife  Anna,  Arietta,  old  man  Murdock's  wife,  and  Eloise 
Gardner  made  up  the  party,  and  as  Wild  looked  at  them  it 
occurred  to  him  that  they  had  been  invited  to  take  tea  with 
Mrs.  Jenkins  that  da).” 

"The  girls  are  coming.  Jim.”  he  said.  “I  guess  we  will  let 
outlaw  hunting  go  for  a  while.” 

"That’s  right."  was  the  retort  of  young  Dart,  who  had  eyes 
for  no  one  but  pretty  Eloise. 

Arietta  came  running  up  to  her  lover  ahead  of  all  the  rest, 
and  the  first  thing  she  noticed  about  him  was  the  blood  on  his 
shirt. 

“Been  in  close  quarters  ngain.  have  you?”  she  said. 

"\es.  but  that  blood  don't  amount  to  anything.  It  came 
from  the  fingers  of  old  Gray  Elk.  the  chief  who  fell  iu  love  with 
you  once  upon  a  time.’’ 

While  Arietta  was  looking  at  him  in  surprise,  Mrs.  Jenkins 
came  running  from  the  house. 

"Tlie  Chinaman  and  negro  are  fighting! ”  she  cried. 


The  trembling  darky  took  the  revolver,  for  he  thought  if  he 
did  not  obey  Wild  would  surely  shoot  the  kinks  out  of  hi9 
black  wool. 

Wing  Wah  took  the  other  weapon,  though  he  acted  as  though 
he  hardly  knew  what  he  was  doing. 

Quite  a  crowd  had  collected  by  this  time,  very  few  of  them 
knowing  that  the  revolvers  were  not  loaded  with  bullefe. 

But  they  enjoyed  it  just  as  much  as  if  they  had  been  aware 
of  that  fact 


"When  I  say  three  1  want  you  to  both  fire.  If  vou  don't  I 
will  1”  exclaimed  Wild. 

Something  that  might  have  been  meant  for  a  nod  came  from 
the  frightened  pair,  and  then  Wild  began  to  count 

“One  I” 

The  darky  gave  a  gasp,  and  looked  around  for  a  pityiug 
glance,  which  he  failed  to  get. 

"Two!” 

The  almond  eyes  of  the  Chinaman  blinked  nervously 

“Three  I” 

Bang!  Bang! 

The  duelists  fired  point-blank  at  the  platform,  as  though  it 
lmd  been  mutually  agreed  by  them  to  do  so. 

“That  won’t  do,”  culled  out  Young  W  ild  West.  “I  want  vou 
fellows  to  shoot  to  kill,  do  you  understand  that?” 

He  spoke  in  such  a  harsh  tone  that  they  thought  he  «urelv 
meant  it  '  K 

Wing  Wah  then  raised  his  revolver  till  It  pointed  directly 
at  the  darky’s  breast,  and.  closing  bis  eyes,  pulled  the  trigger  " 

Ike  uttered  a  yell  and  jumped  back,  but  realizing  that  he 
lmd  not  been  toucuod.  he  plucked  up  courage  to  fire  two  shots 
at  his  antagonist  in  rapid  succession. 

After  that  both  got  down  to  business,  and  the  chamber^  of 
both  revolvers  were  soon  emptied. 

Then  \oung  wild  West  led  the  crowd  In  giving  the  i^ir  the 
laugh,  and  coming  to  the  conclusion  that  something  was 
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Hi'  and  M  ing  Wah  dropped  their  pistols  and  made  a  leap 
!Y»>iu  the  platfortu. 

?top  until  they  reached 


They  started  on  a  run  and  did  not  s 
the  house. 

1  guess  that  will  make  them  stop  Quarreling  and  lighting,” 
reserved  tne  handsome  young  prince  of  the  saddle.  “Every 
tamo  they  get  mad  at  each  other  now  they  will  think  of  their 
~rv;‘t  an‘l  that  will  he  enough  to  make  them  shut  up.” 

ou  are  always  up  to  something,  Wild,”  observed  Arietta, 
®f  t°ck  his  arm  and  walked  with  him  over  to  the  Jenkins 
If  you  are  not  fighting,  you  are  fooling  some  one. 

•  \v  ,;!rV  ou. goinS  to  s®ttle  down,  like  Walter  Jenkins  has?” 
i  ‘  *'r'  *  ^  •vou‘  *  expect  to  settle  down  when  I  am 
laid  low  by  some  bullet.  It  isn't  in  me  to  live  a  quiet  life,  as 
I  na\e  or  ten  told  you  before.  Why,  look  at  your  grandfather 
and  l>ove-Eye  Dave!  They  haven’t  settled  down  yet.” 

Hut  they  were  never  as  reckless  and  wild  as  you  are.” 

‘'Well,  my  name  is  Wild,  so  I  suppose  I  must  live  up  to  it. 
Pont  you  worry,  now.  I  won’t  get  hurt.  I  wear  the  charm 
>pu  gave  me,  and  that  keeps  me  from  getting  hurt.” 

"I  heard  you  once  say  you  were  not  superstitious,”  said  the 
girl. 

"I  think  every  one  is  more  or  less  superstitious.  I  don’t  be¬ 
lieve  in  ghosts  or  omens,  but  I  do  believe  in  that  charm  you 
gave  me.  because  there  is  a  look  of  your  hair  in  it.  I  believe 
m  that  as  much  as  I  believe  in  you,  and  you  know  that  is  a 
whole  lot.” 

That  settled  the  pretty  Western  girl’s  argument.  All  girls 
like  to  be  petted  and  flattered,  and  she  was  no  different  from 
the  general  run  in  that  respect. 

It  was  a  very  nice  time  that  they  had  at  the  home  of  the 
Jenkinses  that  afternobn  and  evening. 

I  he  ladies  were  allowed  to  run  things  just  the  way  they 
wanted  to.  and  so  everything  went  along  like  clockwork. 

After  the  little  party  broke  up,  rather  late  in  the  evening. 
Wild  and  Charlie  took  a  walk  over  to  the  Gazoo  to  see  if  there 
were  any  tidings  of  Hickory  Hipe,  who  had  made  his  escape 
in  sueli  a  mysterious  manner. 

A  number  of  the  men  had  searched  the  vicinity  of  the  gorge 
till  dark,  but  had  been  unsuccessful. 

There  were  two  or  three  new  arrivals  in  the  bar,  and  when 
they  learned  that  Young  Wild  West  was  there  they  became 
very  curious. 

They  had  heard  of  him.  but  had  never  seen  him. 

Proprietor  Brown  introduced  them  to  him.  and  it  did  not 
take  the  young  mine  owner  long  to  decide  that  they  were 
gamblers. 

He  seldom  made  a  mistake  in  his  judgment,  and  a  few  min¬ 
utes  later  when  two  of  the  strangers  entered  the  back  room 
~~d  took  a  seat  at  an. empty  table,  he  nodded  to  himself  in  a 
a  satis-fled  way. 

“Give  us  a  poker  deck.”  called  out  one.  “We  have  got  to  do 
something  to  pass  the  time  away.” 

The  cards  were  promptly  brought  out,  aud  then  Wild  and 
Charlie  were  invited  to  take  a  baud,  just  for  the  fun  of  it. 

Wild  refused,  nut  Cheyenne  Charlie  could  not  resist  the 
temptation  to  play  a  few  hands. 

His  young  friend  did  not  try  to  dissuade  him;  he  wanted  to 
find  out  what  sort  of  men  the  newcomers  were,  and  by  watch¬ 
ing  them  gamble  he  could  soon  form  a  pretty  good  idea. 

The  game  started  in  with  very  small  bets,  Charlie  winning 
slightly. 

Another  stranger  soon  came  in  and  took  a  seat  at  the  table, 
and  after  watching  them  play  a  couple  of  hands,  asked  if  he 
could  come  in. 

“Certainly,”  was  the  reply,  so  the  game  became  a  four-handed 
one. 

Tiie  bets  began  to  grow  larger,  and  Charlie  held  his  own. 

At  the  expiration  of  an  hour  he  was  over  a  hundred  dollars 
ahead,  and  the  betting  was  beginning  to  run  way  up. 

Wild  had  lighted  a  good  cigar,  and  sat  where  he  could  watch 
the  hands  of  both  Cheyenne  Charlie  and  the  last  stranger  who 
came  Into  the  game. 

It  was  the  stranger’s  turn  to  deal  the  cards,  and  when  Char¬ 
lie  picked  up  his  hand  he  found  it  to  contain  four  queens  and 
the  ten  of  clubs. 

That  was  a  pretty  good  hand,  hut  the  fact  that  the  dealer 
M-  hard  concealed  made  Wild  think  that  it  would  not 
prove  to  be  the  winning  hand.  j 

Charlie  hid  now  become  infatuated  with  the  game,  as  he 
we-  wont  to  become  when  he  once  got  to  playing,  and  he  calmly 
It  co-t  the  other  two  hundred  dollars  to  draw  cards. 

WKd  managed  to  catch  his  eye  and  give  him  a  glance  which 
rlcir  meant  to  *fop.  but  the  warning  was  not  heeded. 

“All  right,”  thought,  the  boy,  “go  it!  You'll  find  out  that 


you  can  never  win  in  a  game  of  poker — not  with  such  fellows 
as  you  are  playing  with.” 

The  man  on  Charlie’s  left  raised  it  another  two  hundred,  the 
next  man  lifted  it  another,  and  the  dealer  met  him. 

That  mode  .$1,800  on  the  table  before  the  cards  were  drawn. 

“How  many?”  asked  the  dealer,  ns  he  knocked  the  ash  from 
his  cheroot. 

“One,”  answered  Charlie. 

The  next  man  took  oue  also,  and  so  did  the  next. 

The  dealer  took  two,  and  Wild  was  quick  enough  to  catch  a 
glimpse  of  the  cards  and  note  the  fact  that  they  were  the  ace 
of  hearts  and  the  ace  of  clubs. 

“Let  yourself  slide,  pardner,”  the  fellow  said  to  Charlie. 
“You’ll  find  that  1  won’t  stand  any  bluffing,  so  I  give  you  fair 
warning.” 

“That’s  all  right,”  was  the  rejoinder.  “I’ll  go  a  hundred  on 
what  I’ve  got.” 

“So  will  I,”  said  the  other  man,  and  he  tossed  five  twenty- 
doll  ar  gold  pieces  on  the  table. 

The  dealer  had  not  looked  at  his  cards  after  he  had  discarded 
and  drawn,  and  he  left  them  lying  on  the  table  in  front  of  him. 

“I’ll  meet  the  bet  and  raise  it  five  hundred.”  he  remarked,  as 
calmly  as  though  he  was  simply  enjoying  himself  at  a  picnic. 

Wild  was  watching  the  dealer  like  a  cat  watches  a  mouse, 
and  when  he  saw  his  hand  slide  into  his  lap  he  felt  certain  that 
he  was  feeling  for  two  aces  that  he  had  stowed  there. 

There  was  the  amount  of  twenty-seven  hundred  dollars  on 
the  table  now,  and  as  Cheyenne  Charlie  put  up  the  necessary 
five  hundred  and  called  him,  the  dealer  was  feeling  nervously 
about  in  his  lap. 

Wild  now  grew  very  much  interested. 

lie  was  quite  sure  that  something  had  interfered  with  the 
man’s  plans.  <* 

The  other  two  gamblers  dropped  out  of  the  game. 

Then  they  looked  at  each  other  in  a  puzzled  way. 

They  knew  that  something  was  wrong  with  their  confederate, 
for  the  three  were  really  sharps,  and  had  started  in  to  fleece 
Cheyenne  Charlie  of  all  he  had. 

“What’s  that?  Did  you  call  me?”  asked  the  dealer,  ner¬ 
vously. 

“That’s  what  I  did,  stranger,”  was  the  reply.  “What  have 
you  got?” 

With  no  little  hesitation  the  man  picked  up  the  five  cards  in 
front  of  him  and  turned  them  over. 

He  had  noticed  that  the  man  who  had  called  him  had  allowed 
his  hand  to  drop  to  the  butt  of  his  revolver,  and  that  made  him 
act  with  a  little  more  quickness,  probably. 

When  the  cards  were  shown  he  had  but  a  pair  of  aces. 

Charlie  showed  his  four  queens  and  scooped  in  the  pot. 

Then  he  took  two  cards  from  his  lap  and  tossed  them  over 
to  the  discomfited  gambler. 

“Them’s  the  pair  you  wanted,  stranger,”  said  lie.  tantnliz- 
ingly.  “I  seen  you  put  ’em  in  your  lap  when  you  dealt,  so  I 
thought  I’d  better  cabbage  onto  ’em.  Good-night,  gentlemen! 
You  are  the  most  obliging  lot  of  sharps  I  ever  met.” 

Young  Wild  West  whistled,  with  surprise. 


He  had  not  believed  it  to  be  in  the  scout  to  beat  such  people 
at  their  own  game. 

The  three  men  looked  at  each  other  and  then  at  Cheyenne 
Charlie. 

They  evidently  concluded  it  best  not  to  make  a  row,  so  they 
got  up  and  accepted  his  invitation  to  drink. 

They  had  just  dropped  a  little  over  three  thousand  dollars 
between  them,  and  though  they  felt  like  squealing,  they  dared 
not  do  it. 

They  had  heard  about,  the  young  dead-shot  who  was  with  the 
man  who  bad  downed  him. 

“I  seldom  play  poker,”  said  Charlie,  as  he  paid  for  the  drinks 
at  the  bar,  “but  when  I  do  play  I  like  to  win,  of  course.  Good 
night,  gentlemen.  We  must  be  going!” 

“Good-night,”  was  the  reply,  and  Proprietor  Brown,  of  tin 
Gazoo,  grinned  softly  to  himself  as  Young  Wild  West  and 
Cheyenne  Charlie  left  the  place. 


CHAPTER  V. 

THE  DANCE. 

Tilings  ran  along  pretty  smoothly  in  Weston,  and  finally  Wedl 


nesday  evening  arrived 

All  arrangements  had  been  made  for  the  grand  dance  unde 
the  auspices  of  the  Wild  West,  Mining  and  Improvement  Com 
pany. 

Ever  since  ton  in  the  morning  people  had  been  arriving  Iron 
Spondulicks  and  Devil  Creek,  and  the  affair  promised  to  bo 
great  success. 
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Jnok  Robedee  had  brought  the  lovely  young  widow  over,  and 
Lively  IUck  and  two  or  three  of  the  best  citizens  of  Devil  Creek 
had  couae  along. 

It  was  surprising  to  see  how  many  strangers  were  in  town, 
too. 

There  were  whites,  half-breed  Indians,  greasers  and  all  kinds 
of  men  of  a  doubtful  character. 

Hut  It  was  to  be  a  public  dance,  free  to  all ;  no  one  could  be 
barred  so  long  as  they  behaved  themselves. 

When  they  got  so  they  did  not  behave,  then  Young  Wild  West 
and  the  other  members  of  the  company  would  make  themselves 
heard. 

Wild  hoped  that  everything  would  go  right,  but  he  made  up 
his  mind  that  no  rough  work  would  be  tolerated  from  any  one. 

Three  musicians  had  come  over  from  Spondulicks,  and  when 
they  struck  up  the  grand  march  shortly  after  darkness  set  in, 
sixty  couples,  with  Wild  and  Arietta  at  their  head,  started 
around  the  big  platform.  <* 

It  was  a  great  thing  for  the  hustling  town  in  the  Hills,  and 
when  the  march  started  a  rousing  cheer  went  up  from  the 
miners,  cowboys  and  scouts  who  were  not  lucky  enough  to  have 
partners  to  join  in. 

Rut  they  enjoyed  it  just  the  same. 

The  company  had  refused  to  allow  any  one  the  privilege  of 
selling  whisky  on  the  grounds,  but  there  was  plenty  of  it  there, 
for  the  men  brought  it  with  them  in  bottles  and  .jugs. 

The  dancing  opened  with  an  old-fashioned  quadrille;  the 
ease  and  grace  with  which  Wild  and  his  friends  went  through 
it  was  well  worth  seeing. 

Jack  and  the  widow,  who,  by  the  waj',  had  a  mass  of  fiery 
red  hair,  cut  a  great  figure  on  the  floor. 

Neither  of  them  had  twer  danced  before,  but  that  made  no 
difference.  They  went  right  along,  never  getting  confused  when 
a  mistake  was  made. 

“Heads  forward !”  cried  the  man  who  was  doing  the  calling 
off.  “Two  ladies  forward!  Two  gents  forward!  Balance 
all !”  and  so  on. 

After  the  first  dance  Wild  took  a  walk  about  the  floor  to  see 
who  was  there. 

There  were  a  whole  lot  there  he  knew  and  quite  a  number 
he  had  never  seen  before. 

Among  those  he  took  particular  notice  of  were  the  three 
gamblers  Cheyenne  Charlie  had  so  neatly  beaten  at  their  own 
game  a  few  nights  before. 

One  of  these  men  walked  up  to  Wild  as  he  came  to  a  halt 
after  making  the  rounds  of  the  platform. 

“My  name  is  Spruce— Dave  Spruce.”  lie  said.  “I  saw  you 
dancing  with  a  rather  pretty  girl  a  little  while  ago.  I  con¬ 
gratulate  you  on  your  choice.  I  don’t  suppose  you  would  have 
any  objection  to  introducing  me  to  her,  would  you?” 

“Well,  I  don’t  know  about  that,”  retorted  the  bov.  in  his 
usual  frank  way  of  speaking.  “I  don’t  know  what  sort  of  a 
man  you  are.  only  that  you  are  a  card  sharp,  and  I  must  say 
that  I  haven't  much  use  for  men  of  your  profession.  The  girl 
T  was  dancing  with  T  hope  to  make  my  wife  some  day,  so  I 
guess  I  won’t  take  the  trouble  of  introducing  you  to  her.” 

“You  are  rather  jealous,  I  see,”  was  the  reply  from  Dave 
Spruce.  “I  didn’t  mean  any  harm  by  saying  what  I  did.  You 
haven’t  any  idea  that  I  would  try  to  take  the  girl  away  from 
you,  have  you?” 

This  made  Wild  just  a  trifle  angry. 

“I  don’t  know  what  ideas  you  have,  nor  do  I  care.”  he  said. 
“But  T  won’t  introduce  you.  so  say  no  more  about  it.” 

“I'm- ah!”  and  the  gambler  laughed  softly  to  himself,  as 
though  ho  imagined  he  was  a  regular  lady-killer. 

Young  Wild  West  was  not  the  sort  to  seek  a  quarrel  with 
any  cue.  unless  he  had  a  purpose  in  view,  and  as  he  had  noth¬ 
ing  against  the  man  beyond  the  fact  that  he  did  not  like  him  he 
walked  away.. 

The  next  dance  was  a  Spanish  fandango,  at  least  that  is 
what  Charlie  said  it  was.  and  the  way  the  scout  went  through 
the  evolutions  with  Anna,  his  wife,  was  so  amusing  that  Wild 
forget  all  about  what  the  gambler  had  said  to  him.  for  the 
time  being,  anyway. 

The  next  set  he  danced  with  Jack  Robedee’s  widow,  by  spe- 
‘inl  request  from  .Tack,  and  when  he  had  led  the  woman  to  a 
o  at  at  the  close  of  the  dance  he  was  glad  the  ordeal  was  over* 
The  widow  was  very  clumsy,  and  lie  being  light  of  foot,  tb* 
lancing  went  through  rather  awkwardly. 

Arietta  came  up  to  him  as  he  was  about  to  go  and  look  for 
ler. 

Her  face  wore  a  troubled  look,  and  he  thought  of  Dick 
4pruep.  tin1  gambler,  right  away. 

"Wild,  a  man  just  Insulted  me,"  she  said. 


EST’S  SURPRISE. 


“What!”  he  cried.  “Show  him  to  me  and  I  will  make  him 

apologize,  or  else  I’ll - ” 

His  fingers  instinctively  clutched  the  butt  of  the  handsome 
silver-mounted  revolver  in  the  right  holster  of  his  l>elt. 

“Don’t  get  mad,  Wild,”  she  said,  pleadingly,  "Don’t  do  any¬ 
thing  rash.  I  only  told  you  so  you  would  stay  near  me  until 
the  dance  is  over,  so  he  wouldn’t  have  anything  more  to  say 
to  me.” 

“Just  point  him  out,  Et.” 

The  young  dead-shot  of  the  great  West  was  as  cool  as  an 
iceberg  now. 

Arietta  hesitated  a  moment,  and  then  pointed  over  to  where 
three  men  were  standing,  laughing  and  chatting  together. 

“There  he  is,”  she  said.  “The  man  to  the  right.  He  came 
to  me  and  insisted  on  me  dancing  with  him.  I  excused  myself, 
and  then  he  made  a  very  insulting  remark.” 

“I  know  him,  little  one.  He  is  the  fellow'  Charlie  downed  at 
draw-poker  the  other  night.  He  is  a  card  sharp.  He  asked  me 
a  short  time  ago  to  introduce  you  to  him ;  said  you  were  very 
pretty  and  all  that.  I  told  him  I  guessed  I  wouldn’t  introduce 
you.  and  then  he  said  I  was  jealous.  I  shan’t  say  anything  to 
him,  Et,  unless  he  bothers  you  again.” 

Wild  and  his  girl  were  seated  on  a  bench  at  the  farther  end 
of  the  platform,  wrell  away  from  intruders,  they  thought 

But  they  were  mistaken  in  his,  for  before  two  minutes  had 
passed,  who  should  come  over  to  them  but  Spruce. 

He  had  been  drinking  rather  heavily  of  whisky,  and  wag 
reckless  in  his  manner. 

He  did  not  seem  to  realize  that  he  was  treading  on  very 
dangerous  ground. 

“Aha!  Mr.  West,  I  am  determined  that  you  shall  introduce 
me  to  the  young  lady,”  began  the  gambler,  twisting  bis  big 
black  mustache  and  making  a  very  polite  bow\  “1^ — ” 

That  was  all  he  said,  for  with  the  quickness  of  a  catamount 
Young  Wild  West  wras  on  his  feet,  revolver  in  hand. 

“Move  away  from  here,  Mr.  Spruce,  or  I  will  fill  you  full  of 
lead !”  the  boy  cried,  hotly. 

“Is  that  the  only  way  you  can  make  me  go  away — shoot  me?” 

There  was  a  sarcastic  ring  in  the  man’s  voice  as  he  asked 
the  question. 

“No.  that  isn’t  the  only  way,”  and  back  went  the  revolver 
into  the  holster.  “If  you  persist  in  insulting  this  young  lady, 

I  wall  give  you  a  thrashing,  the  same  as  they  do  it  in  the  East.” 

“Ha,  ha,  ha  !  Talk  is  cheap,  my  young  friend.  Why,  I  will 
take  you  by  the  back  of  your  neck  and  snap  off  your  heels  if 
you  don’t  look  out.” 

“Will  you?” 

Just  how  it  was  the  gambler  never  did  realize,  but  the  first  >• 
thing  he  knew  he  was  seized  about  the  waist  and  thrown  hi'gr; 
over  the  head  of  the  treasurer  of  the  Wild  West  Mining  and 
Improvement  Company. 

He  came  down  upon  the  platform  with  a  thud  that  jarred  his 
body  as  it  had  never  been  jarred  before. 

“Get  out,  now!  Get  off  the  platfonn,  or  I  will  hurt  you!” 
cried  Wild,  angrily. 

’The  gambler  was  a  very  wiigr  sort  of  a  man,  and  he  was 
reckless  from  the  whisky  he  had  imbibed. 

He  was  upon  his  feet  very  quickly  and  full  of  fight 

“I  don’t  know  how  you  performed  that  trick,  but  I’ll  bet  you 
can’t  do  it  again !”  he  hissed. 

Young  Wild  West  now  went  at  him  like  a  prize-fighter. 

His  right  and  left  shot  out  with  lightning-like  rapidity,  and 
Spruce  went  sprawling  to  the  floor  again. 

When  he  tried  to  get  up  Wild  gave  him  another,  and  then 
the  insulting  villain  reached  to  draw  his  revolver. 

But  a  kick  sent,  the  weapon  flying  from  his  grasp  before  he 
hardly  had  it  from  his  hip  pocket. 

His  two  companions  came  rushing  up.  followed  closely  by 
Jim  Dart  and  Jack  Rohedee  and  several  others  who  had  wit¬ 
nessed  the  last  part  of  the  row. 

“Lookout  now!”  exclaimed  Wild,  sternly.  “The  first  man 
who  draws  a  shoots  will  drop  dead:  I  give  vou  my  word  on 
that.” 

“What’s  the  trouble?”  demanded  Jim.  taking  Arietta  by  the 
arm  and  leadiug  her  away. 

“It  is  all  right.  Jim,”  replied  Wild.  "I  was  just  giving  this 
^fellow  a  lesson,  that’s  all.” 

The  gambler’s  two  friends  assisted  him  to  hR  foot,  and  thon 
all  three  left  the  platform. 

Evidently  they  knew  when  they  had  enough. 

Very  few  of  those  present  had  witnessed  this  little  seonc.  so 
the  dancing  was  not  interrupted  to  any  great  extent. 

Wild  and  Arietta  weut  into  the  next  square  dance  lust 
though  nothing  Imd  happened  to  disturb  them. 
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But  our  hero  was  on  the  lookout  for  the  reappearance  of  the 

three  men  jus:  the  same. 

Juu  Part  took  a  quiet  walk  to  see  wlmt  they  were  up  to. 

He  followed  them  over  to  Brown’s  Gazoo,  where  they  were 
stopping,  and  the  moment  he  went  inside  they  turned  on  him 
and*,  drawing  their  revolvers,  proceeded  to  let  the  lead  go  at 

him. 

But  Dart  did  not  flinch. 

On  the  contrary,  he  whipped  out  his  own  six-shooter  and 
opened  fire. 

One  of  the  villains  dropped  to  the  barroom  floor  with  a  , 
bullet  through  his  heart,  and  another  got  a  bullet  in  his  left 

arm. 

The  remaining  one.  who  was  Spruce,  the  man  who  had  caused 
all  the  trouble,  darted  iuto  the  back  room  and  jumped  out  oi 
a  window. 

“1  am  sorry  I  made  a  muss  for  you  to  clean  up.”  said  Jim. 
coolly.  “But  it  was  some  one  else’s  life  or  mine.  They  drew 
on  me  first.” 

“That’s  right,”  answered  the  man  in  charge  of  the  bar. 
“Gracious!  You  are  as  quick  as  lightning,  Mr.  Dart.” 

“I  have  to  be  iu  order  to  get  through  the  world  with  a  whole 
skin.” 

“What  did  they  have  against  you?” 

"Nothing,  really.  They  knew  I  was  a  friend  of  Wild's,  and 
as  he  just  downed  them  a  few  minutes  ago,  they  thought  they 
would  drop  me  just  to  get  square,  I  suppose.” 

The  man  with  the  wounded  arm  was  whining  with  pain,  and, 
turning  to  him,  Jim  said : 

“Go  and  get  the  doctor  to  attend  you.  And  remember,  if 
vou  expect  to  stay  in  Weston  very  long  you  have  got  to  act 
right.” 

Jim  walked  out  and  went  back  to  the  dance. 

He  found  Eloise  anxiously  awaiting  him. 

“Where  did  you  go,  Jim?”  she  asked. 

“Over  to  Brown’s  Gazoo.  I  followed  the  fellow  there  who 
got  into  trouble  with  Wild.” 

“And  something  happened — I  can  tell  by  the  looks  of  your 
eyes.” 

“Yes,  something  did  happen.  The  three  gamblers  were  to¬ 
gether.  and  they  began  shooting  at  me  the  instant  I  poked  my 
head  through  the  doorway.” 

“You  didn’t  get  hurt,  did  you?” 

“No,  but  two  of  the  others  did.  The  fellow  Wild  gave  the 
lesson  to  jumped  out  of  the  window.” 

«  The  pretty  girl  said  no  more. 

.*  she  had  been  in  the  wild  West  long  enough  to  know  what 
probablv  happened  to  the  two  who  got  hurt. 

She  had  an  idea  that  they  both  were  dead,  and  as  only  one 
of  them  was,  she  was  just  half  right. 

Pretty  soon  Wild  came  over  to  where  Jim  and  his  girl  stood 

talking. 

Arietta  was  with  him. 

Wild  knew  that  Jim  had  followed  up  the  three  men,  and  he 
was  just  a  trifle  anxious  to  know  what  had  become  of  them. 

When  Jim  told  him  what  had  happened  at  the  Gazoo,  the 
handsome  young  fellow  shrugged  his  shoulders. 

“Well.  Jim,  I  am  sorry  it  fell  to  your  lot  to  put  one  of  them 
out  of  the  way,”  he  observed.  “You  are  lucky  that  they  did 
not  hit  you  when  they  opened  up  the  game.” 

“It  isn’t  everybody  who  can  shoot  quick  and  hit  the  maik  at 
the  same  time.  Those  fellows  would  certainly  have  riddled  me 
I  had  given  them  time  to  draw  head  on  me.  They  are  not  up  to 
our  style  of  shooting.” 

For  the  next  hour  everything  went  along  smoothly. 

The  dancers  were  having  a  good  time,  and  those  who  were 
looking  on  were  enjoying  themselves  fully  as  well. 

Jack  Robedee  and  the  widow  with  the  red  hair  were  not 

m They  had'got  so  they  could  go  through  without  making  so 
many  mistakes,  and  that  made  them  Just  crazy  to  dance. 
Young  Wild  West  and  the  rest  found  much  amusement  in 

watching  the  couple. 

It  seemed  strange  and  out  of  place  to  see  Robedee  paying  so 
_ Attention  to  a  woman. 

He  had  always  talked  against  them  until  he  met  the  dashing 

^Lively  Rick,  who  had  come  from  the  Creek  with  him,  could 
, .  t  i  ,,ir.  tantalizing  Jack  a  little. 

T^I  s*  <  girl  was  also  a  widow.  Her  husband  had  been  a 
5<.vnW  cattle  raiser,  and  she  was  an  out-and-out  Western 


Lively  had  not  been  acquainted  with  her  very  long,  and 
therefore  he  did  not  know  what  sort  of  a  temper  she  had. 

Nevada  Kate  was  the  name  she  went  by,  and  it  lmd  been 
remarked  by  some  one  that  “she  would  never  be  hung  for  her 
beauty.” 

There  was  one  failing  that  Lively  Rick  had,  and  that  was 
that  he  would  get  under  the  influence  of  whisky  sometimes. 

lie  was  very  much  this  way  when  he  came  up  to  where  our 
friends  were  seated,  with  Nevada  Kate  leaning  on  his  arm  in 
a  languishing  way. 

Jack  Robedee  and  his  charming  widow  came  along  at  about 
the  same  time. 

Then  Lively  thought  he  would  have  a  little  fun  with  Jack. 

“If  there  is  anything  I  dote  on  it’s  sorrel  hair,”  lie  remarked 
to  Wild  with  a  grin.  “Jack  has  got  tlier  puttiest  gal  in  Devil 
Creek !” 

Then  something  happened  that  no  one  was  prepared  to  see. 

Nevada  Kate  reached  over  and  grasped  her  escort  by  the  ear. 

“If  you  like  red  hair  so  well,  it’s  a  wonder  you  didn’t  bring 
a  red-headed  woman  to  the  dance!”  she  cried,  in  a  jealous 
rase. 

“Who  are  you  callin’  names?”  roared  Jack’s  woman,  in  a 
shrill  falsetto  key.  “I’ll  larn  ye  some  manners!  Jest  take 
that!” 

She  hit  the  widow  from  Nevada  a  smart  rap  on  the  chin  with 
her  clenched  fist,  and  then  a  savage  fight  started  between  the 
two. 

She  with  the  red  hair  was  a  veritable  hurricane.  She  sent 
in  her  blows  right  and  left  and  was  fast  getting  the  best  of  her 
opponent,  when  Nevada  Kate  made  a  quick  grab  and  got  a 
revolver  from  the  belt  of  Lively  Rick. 

“Now  dance,  you  red-headed  centipede!”  she  cried,  forcing 
Jack’s  girl  out  upon  the  floor  at  the  point  of  the  revolver. 
“Dance,  I  say!  Dance,  or  I’ll  shoot  your  toenails  off!  I’m 
Nevada  Kate,  an’  I  never  miss  when  I  pull  a  trigger !” 

Strange  as  it  may  seem,  no  one  offered  to  interfere  with  them. 

There  was  a  grin  on  everybody’s  face,  even  to  Jack  and 
Lively  Rick. 

The  sorrel- topped  woman  from  Devil  Creek  looked  at  ,the 
smiling  faces  appealingly,  and  seeing  no  help  for  her.  started 
in  to  dance. 

'  Nevada  Kate  emptied  the  chambers  of  the  revolver,  Sending 
the  bullets  dangerously  close  to  the  feet  of  the  dancing  widow, 
and  then  said  she  was  satisfied. 


^'h'woold  handle  a  gun  or  bwing  a  lariat  about  us  good  as 


CHAPTER  VI.  - 

THE  DEATH  OF  finC^  ^1° 

Hickory  Ilipe  had  certainly  execc^ed  a  remarkable  move  in 
getting  away  from  his  captors. 

He  was  not  aware  that  he  had  turned  into  a  blind  gorge, 
though,  or  his  manner  would  not  have  been  so  jubilant. 

He  was  helpless,  as  far  as  helping  himself  was  concerned, 
for  his  hands  were  tied  securely  behind  his  hack,  and  he  was 
hound  to  the  horse. 

But  he  was  not  the  sort  who  think  of  what  is  to  come  till  it 
gets  there. 

lie  was  out  of  the  clutches  of  Young  Wild  West  and  his  men, 
and  that  was  all  he  thought  of  just  now. 

The  horse  he  rode  was  a  very  intelligent  creature,  and  it 
answered  every  word  of  command  to  go  ahead  and  every  pres¬ 
sure  from  the  knees  of  the  scoundrel. 

He  had  a  pretty  good  lead  on  his  pursuers,  as  he  had  taken 
them  completely  by  surprise,  and  when  he  had  covered  a  couple 
of  hundred  yards  and  could  not  see  them,  he  uttered  a  satisfied 
laugh. 

Then  he  began  to  struggle  to  free  himself. 

But  try  as  he  might,  he  could  not  get  his  hands  loose. 

On  galloped  the  horse,  going  at  the  top  of  its  speed. 

At  the  expiration  of  three  minutes  Hickory  Ilipe  suddenly 
realized  that  he  could  go  no  further. 

On  either  side  of  him  there  was  an  ainmsi  perpendicular 
wall  of  rock  and  earth,  and  now  directly  ahead  of  him  ho  saw 
the  same. 

“Confound  it  all,”  he  muttered,  as  the  horse  came  to  a  halt 
for  the  reason  it  could  go  no  further.  “I  suppose  1  will  Iv. 
taken,  after  all!  Why  didn’t  I  turn  in  some  other  direction 
anyway?  Oh!  if  my  hands  were  only  free  and  I  had  my  shootin 
irons!” 

“Ugh !” 

The  guttural  exclamation  came  from  a  point  almost  over  hit 
bend,  and  looking  up,  the  villain  saw  the  tufted  head  of  :u 
Indian 


ll»*  average  mam 


The  face  was  turned  tight  toward  him,  too,  and  lie  lusttn.ti: 
recognized  it  as  belonging  to  Grui  Llk,  ills  redskin  ally. 
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“Hello,  G ray  Elk !”  he  culled  out,  in  a  low  tone.  “Come  down 
and  cut  me  loose,  won't  you ?  They  will  be  here  after  me 
lu  a  minute.” 

“Gray  Elk  help  Hickory  Hipe  right  away,”  was  the  reply. 
“He  see  him  come,  and  he  git  rope  ready.”. 

The  next  instant  a  lariat  came  down  right  before  the  outlaw. 

The  other  end  was  tied  to  a  tree  above,  and  in  much  less 
time  than  It  takes  to  record  it,  the  Indian  chief  came  sliding 
down  to  the  ground. 

A  few  slashes  of  his  hunting-knife  and  Hickory  Ilipe  sprang 
from  the  saddle  to  the  ground,  a  free  man. 

Then  with  a  grunt  of  approval  the  chief  seized  the  lariat, 
and  with  the  agility  of  a  trained  athlete,  went  swiftly  up¬ 
ward  hand  over  hand. 

“Paleface  brave  come  on  up!’’  he  panted,  when  he  got  to 
the  top.  “Gray  Elk  hear  horses  coming.  Hurry  up!” 

Hickory  Hipe  tried  to  ascend  the  way  his  Indian  friend 
had  done,  but  he  was  not  nearly  so  agile,  and  he  was  making 
poor  progress,  when  Gray  Elk  began  hauling  upon  the  lariat. 

Hickory  Hipe  just  got  landed  when  two  horsemen  appeared 
In  the  gorge. 

The  white  and  red  dropped  on  their  stomachs  and  wriggled 
themselves  into  the  bushes  without  being  seen  by  the  search¬ 
ers. 

“Put  her  there.  Gray  Elk!”  exclaimed  the  outlaw,  when 
they  reached  a  safe  place  on  the  mountain-side.  “You  have 
saved  my  life,  an’  I’ll  never  forgit  you  for  it!” 

“Hickory  Hipe  speaks  well,”  was  all  the  redskin  said. 

Neither  of  them  had  a  horse,  so  they  started  on  foot  to 
reach  the  baud  of  Indians  who  had  been  allied  with  the  rene¬ 
gades  in  the  attack  on  the  stage-coach  that  morning. 

They  plodded  along  till  darkness  overtook  them,  and  they 
had  not  found  them  yet. 

Almost  exhausted  they  sank  down  to  rest  in  a  little  glen 
at  the  head  of  a  ratine. 

Neither  of  them  was  in  a  good  humor,  though  Hickory 
Hipe  did  the  most  fault-tinding. 

He  kept  on  picking  till  the  chief  began  to  grow  tired  of  it. 

"Hickory  Hipe  heap  much  fool!”  he  said,  suddenly.  “lie 
let  the  palefaces  take  the  money  we  steal  from  the  wagon, 
and  then  he  ride  away  an’  Gray  Elk  save  him.  Now  he 
mad  with  Gray  Elk.” 

"You  shut  up!”  retorted  the  renegade.  “I  ain’t  half  as 
much  of  a  fool  as  you  are!” 

“The  word  of  the  paleface  is  like  the  wind;  it  goes  past 
the  ears  of  Gray  Elk.  means  nothing.” 

“It  does,  hey?  -ther  prettknow  what  you  are  talkin’  about. 

I  guess.  I’ve  ha(T  bacJiolcough  luck  to-clay,  without  listenin’ 
to  your  croaking.  Jest  shet  up,  now,  or  me  an’  you  will 
light.” 

The  chief  lapsed  Into  silence. 

He  was  not  afraid  of  the  white  man,  but  for  some  reason 
he  did  not  want  to  tight  with  him  just  then. 

A  few  minutes  later  he  arose  and  started  from  the  spot. 

He  was  going  to  find  the  camp  ol'  his  braves  if  he  could. 

Not  wishing  to  be  left  alone,  the  renegade  followed  him. 

“There's  no  use  in  our  bein’  bad  friends.  Gray  Elk,”  he 
said.  “We  both  done  ther  best  we  could  to-day,  so  let’s  drop 
it  an’  call  it  square.” 

“Gray  Elk  satisfied,”  was  the  rejoinder. 

Then  the  two  trudged  along  over  the  rough  mountain. 

They  did  not  know  exactly  how  far  they  were  from  the 
trail  that  led  to  the  prairie,  but  they  did  not  want  to  get  upon 
It.  for  fear  their  enemies  might  be  looking  for  them. 

The  stars  were  shining  brightly,  and  by  them  Gray  Elk 
laid  bis  course. 

Hickory  Hlpe’s  head  was  too  thick  for  him  to  know  even 
enough  to  lay  out  a  course  by  the  stars,  so  he  depended  strictly 
upon  the  red  man  to  take  them  to  a  place  of  safety. 

They  kept  on  until  midnight. 

Then  they  agreed  to  rest  till  daylight. 

A  place  that  suited  their  purpose  was  soou  found,  and  they 
i  both  lay  down  to  sleep. 

It  must  have  been  something  like  half  an  hour  after  sun¬ 
rise  when  they  were  awakened  by  hearing  a  voice  calling  to 
them. 

Stiffened  ns  they  were  from  their  tiresome  walk,  they  got 
upon  their  feet  instantly. 

Before  them  stood  a  man  holding  a  wearied  horse  by  the 
bridle. 

The  stranger’s  face  wore  a  worried  expression,  and  he  I 
looked  ns  though  he  might  have  passed  a  sleepless  night. 

"Hello,  pards!”  he  exclaimed,  in  a  friendly  way:  “I’m  i 
1  »st  ]‘ve  been  buntin’  nil  night  for  the  trail  that  lends  Inter! 
Weston,  where  I’m  bound.  I  come  along  here  a  few  minutes 


ago,  an’  seen  you  two  layln*  there  asleep.  I  reckoned  It 
wouldn’t  be  any  harm  In  wakiu’  yer,  so  l  done  so.  Kin  yer 
put  me  on  ther  right  trail?” 

“Oh,  yes!”  retorted  Hickory  Hipe.  an  evil  light  shining  in 
his  eyes.  “We'll  put  yer  on  ther  trail  to  Weston,  certainly 
we  will,  won’t  we,  Gray  Elk?” 

“Ugh!”  grunted  the  chief. 

“Gray  Elk.  did  you  say?”  and  the  stranger  looked  a  trifle 
suspicious.  "This  ain’t  ther  chief  Gray  Elk  who  is  on  ther 
warpath,  is  it?” 

“No;  it  ain't  him.  This  Gray  Elk  Is  as  harmless  as  a  child. 
He’s  a  good  Injun,  ain’t  you,  old  man?” 

“Yes;  me  good  Injun,”  Gray  Elk  grunted. 

This  seemed  to  reassure  the  man,  for  he  dove  Into  his  sad¬ 
dle-bags  and  got  out  a  quantity  of  bacon. 

“We’ll  start  a  fire  an’  have  a  little  breakfast,”  he  said.  “I 
ain't  got  much,  but  I’ll  divide  with  yer.” 

“Ugh!” 

Both  were  hungry,  and  as  they  saw  the  rather  meager  sup¬ 
ply  of  bacon  it  struck  them  that  there  was  just  about  enough 
for  one. 

“I'll  kindle  a  fire  right  away,”  Hickory  Hipe  added,  and 
he  set  about  to  gather  up  some  dry  twigs. 

The  stranger  now  seemed  to  be  at  his  ease,  and  he  started 
in  to  help. 

“After  we’ve  had  a  bite  an’  a  little  coffee,  which  I’ll  make, 
you  kin  show  where  ther  trail  is.  if  you’ve  a  mind  to.” 

“We’ll  only  be  too  pleased  to.”  replied  the  renegade.  “You 
kin  git  to  Weston  long  afore  to-night,  easy  enough.” 

“Well,  I’m  glad  of  that.  I  am  going  over  there  to  try  my 
luck  at  minin’.” 

As  soon  as  the  fire  was  started  he  got  out  a  frying-pan 
and  coffee-pot  from  the  pack  on  the  back  of  his  saddle. 

There  was  plenty  of  water  a  few  yards  distant,  and  while 
he  went  after  it  Hickory  Hipe  sized  up  Vis  outfit  and  gave 
a  grunt  of  approval. 

“That  will  jest  about  suit  me,  I  reckon.”  he  mused.  “In 
about  five  minutes  that  horse  an'  fixin’s  will  be  mine,  see  if 
it  ain’t!” 

The  villain  had  hold  of  the  bridle  rein  when  the  stranger 
came  back  with  the  water. 

Suddenly  he  whipped  out  the  knife  Gray  Elk  had  given 
him,  and  as  quick  as  a  flash  plunged  it  into  the  man. 

With  a  groan  the  stranger  sank  to  the  ground,  badly 
wounded. 

“That’s  what  I  call  putty  neat,  ain’t  it,  Gray  Elk?”  Hick-., 
ory  Hipe  remarked,  as  he  put  the  knife  away. 

The  chief  made  no  reply. 

He  was  evidently  thinking  that  as  a  fiend  he  was  not  to 
be  compared  with  the  white  man. 

“What’s  ther  matter  with  yer?”  demanded  Hiekorv  Ilipe. 
“Don’t  yer  like  ther  way  I  done  that?  Well.  I  don’t  cure 
if  you  don  t;  it  is  about  time  me  an’  vou  parted  eompanv, 
anyhow.  How  does  that  strike  yer?” 

He  caught  the  chief  entirely  unawares,  and  the  blade  that 
had  stabbed  the  stranger  was  plunged  deep  into  his  body 

Then  with  a  hoarse  laugh  Hickory  Hipe  mounted  the  tired 
steed  and  rode  from  the  spot. 

Gray  Elk  was  not  dead,  but  he  had  received  his  death 
wound. 


tie  sank  upon  the  grass  with  a  groan. 

But  in  a  minute  he  rallied  and  he  was  about  to  struggle 
to  ins  feet,  when  he  heard  his  slayer  coming  back. 

An  Indian,  though  dying,  will  not  forget  to  use  the  natural 
strategy  peculiar  to  his  race. 

Elk  remained  perfectly  still,  feiguing  to  be  dead. 

Hickory  Hipe  came  back  and  quickly  took  everything  or 
value  from  both  his  victims,  not  forgetting  their  weapons 

Then  he  was  off  again. 

The  wounded  chief  knew  that  he  was  goue  for  good  thi* 

?°  struggled  to  a  sittiug  posture  and  *truxe  to  staunch 
the  blood  trom  his  wound. 

He  partially  succeeded  in  doing  this,  and  then  managed 
to  get  upon  his  feet. 

Ihough  suffering  untold  agony  the  red  man  staggered  on 
in  the  direction  lie  knew  his  warriors  and  their  squaw*  and 
papooses  were  camped. 

For  half  an  hour  he  stuck  It  out,  and  then  just  as  be  heard 
the  voice  of  Tripping  Fawn,  his  granddaughter,  ringing  a 
welcome  to  his  ears,  he  dropped  to  the  ground 

The  Indian  maiden,  who  wus  as  graceful  as 
and  whose  eyes  shone  like  those  of  a  startled  dew 
at  the  side  of  her  wounded  relative. 

“What  has  happened?”  she  cried,  in  the  language  of  the 


an  anteloi**, 
was  quleWly 
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Th»'  chief  called  for  water,  and  there  being  a  tiny 
$:rMru  close  at  hand,  she  hastened  to  obey. 

T.ien  ho  j;rvw  a  trifle  stronger,  and  told  her  how  the  rene- 
1 °*J  Hlpe,  had  given  him  his  death  wound, 
if  r •* wn. "  said  he.  after  he  had  made  another  suc¬ 
cessful,  rally  against  the  grip  of  death.  “Hickory  ilipe  is  a 

i  ”*£**•  as  nios*  all  of  them  are.  But  there  is  one  good 
paleface,  Tripping  Fawn.  He  is  Young  Wild  West,  the 
greatest  of  all  the  paleface  braves!  He  gave  Gray  Elk  his 
life,  and  Gray  Elk  is  thankful  to  him  for  it.  He  could 
^  i  T  !UU1'  but  he  said  no.  He  wanted  to  fight  Gray 
*,*{"  and  **ve  bim  a  chance.  Young  Wild  West  and  Gray 
t.iK  um  fight,  and  the  young  paleface  brave  struck  the  knife 
from  Gray  Elk's  hand,  and  say  to  him:  ‘Go.  Gray  Elk;  I 
u-mt  want  to  take  your  life.'  Young  Wild  West's ’heart  is 
«*«.  and  be  Is  the  greatest  of  all  the  paleface  braves!” 

I  he  maiden  gave  him  another  drink  and  bathed  his  fore- 
bead.  after  which  he  resumed,  in  a  voice  that  was  remark¬ 
ably  strong,  for  one  in  his  condition: 

“Tripping  Fawn  must  go  and  find  Young  Wild  West,  the 
bravest  and  best  of  all  The  palefaces.  She  must  give  him 
what  she  finds  tied  around  the  neck  of  Grav  Elk  as  soon  as 
he  goes  to  the  Great  Spirit  in  the  happy  hunting  grounds. 
She  must  tell  him  that  what  he  finds  in  it  will  make  him 
rich:  she  must  say  to  him  that  Gray  Elk  thanks  him  for  sav¬ 
ing  his  life.  Does  Tripping  Fawn  understand?” 

“Yes.”  came  the  answer. 

“Young  Wild  West  brave!  Gray  Elk  make  him  rich!” 

Then  he  began  to  sing  Ills  death  song,  while  the  maiden 
kept  on  bathing  his  forehead  to  ease  him  as  much  as  she 
possibly  could. 

Ten  minutes  later  the  chief  died. 

Tripping  Fawn  no  sooner  was  aware  that  life  was  no  more 
with  him  than  she  promptly  acted  upon  his  request. 

With  her  brown  fingers  trembling  slightly,  she  loosened  his 
clothing,  and  finally  took  a  common  tobacco  pouch  from  his 
breast. 

It  was  tied  there  with  a  piece  of  thin  buffalo  hide,  and 
winding  it  carefully  around  the  pouch  she  placed  It  in  her 
bosom. 

Tripping  Fawn  was  not  curious  enough  to  open  the  pouch 
and  look  to  see  what  it  contained. 

Her  grandfather,  with  his  dying  breath,  had  charged  her 
to  take  it  .to  Young  Wild  West,  and  she  would  certainlv  do  it. 
if  she  lived. 

It  was  not  for  her  to  see  what  the  pouch  contained. 

That  was  for  Young  Wild  West. 

“I  will  go  to  the  great  young  paleface,  whose  eyes  are  as 
bright  as  the  buck  in  the  woods,  and  whose  smile  is  like  the 
sunfLer  morning.”  she  said,  with  a  sigh.  “I  will  tell  him 
what  Gray  Elk  said:  I  will  give  him  what  he  told  me  to  give 
him,  and  I  will  look  upon  his  face!” 

The  place  where  the  Indians  were  camped  was  only  a  short 
distance  away,  and  with  the  speed  of  tho  wind,  Tripping 
Fawn  ran  to  it. 

She  soon  returned  with  four  braves,  who  picked  up  the 
body  of  their  chief  and  bore  it  back. 

Tripping  Fawn  remained  in  the  camp  until  after  her  grand- 
faiher  was  buried,  and  then  one  morning  she  mounted  her 
pony,  and  without  a  word  to  her  people  she  set  out  to  find 
Young  Wild  West. 


CHAPTER  VII. 

TOTJXG  WILD  west’s  SUKrBISE. 

Lively  Rick  did  not  try  to  have  any  more  fun  with  Jack 
RobAdee  after  that. 

His  little  joke  had  not  turned  out  the  way  he  expected  It 
to.  but  there  bad  been  a  whole  lot.  of  fun  out  of  It,  for  all 

that. 

As  It  drew  on  toward  midnight  the  miners  grew  more  reck¬ 
less. 

They  were  fast  becoming  drunk,  and  insisted  on  doing  the 
buck  dance  on  the  platform. 

Young  Wild  West  concluded  to  let  them  have  their  own 
way,  «n  he  advised  Arietta  and  the  rest  of  the  women  folks 
to  go  home. 

Tb I «  they  agreed  to  do,  so.  their  lovers  and  husbands  es¬ 
corted  them. 

Nevada  Kate  and  Jack’s  girl  did  not  leave  the  platform, 

though. 

They  wanted  to  see  the  whole  thing  through,  and  they 
showed  that  v/bon  they  wanted  a  thing  they  came  pretty 

near  having  it.  \ 

Walter  J'Tiklns  remained  home  when  he  got  there,  but 
W*ld,  J-Ui  a iid  Charlie  came  back. 


Wild  was  the  manager  of  the  dance,  and  it  was  necessary 
for  him  to  be  there  to  keep  order. 

A  number  of  cowboys  were  whooping  it  up  in  great  shape 
when  they  got  back. 

One  of  them  had  managed  to  get  his  horse  upon  the  plat¬ 
form,  and  he  was  galloping  around,  scattering  the  dancers 
right  and  left. 

“My  friend.”  said  Wild,  as  he  sprang  forward  and  caught 
the  horse  by  the  bridle,  “this  is  no  place  for  a  horse.  You 
will. have  to  get  off  the  platform." 

“Ain't  ther  blamed  old  platform  strong  enough  to  hold 
ther  cayuse?”  he  answered.  “If  it  ain’t,  an’  he  goes  through 
an’  breaks  n  leg  I'll  make  somebody  pay  for  it.” 

The  follow  was  a  stranger,  but  that  made  no  difference  to 
Wild. 

He  was  used  to  handling  unruly  strangers,  and  pulling  the 
horse  around  suddenly  he  unseated  the  cowboy,  who  landed 
on  Ills  back  on  the  floor. 

Then  Wild  slapped  the  steed  smartly  on  the  flank  and  sent 
him  off  the  platform. 

“Great  ginger!”  roared  the  drunken  cowboy,  springing  to 
his  feet  and  making  a  move  to  pull  his  shooter,  “I'll—” 

“Hands  up!”  commanded  Young  Wild  West,  and  then  the 
fellow  found  himself  looking  straight  into  the  muzzle  of  a 
revolver. 

The  music  kept  right  on  playing,  and  only  a  few  of  the. 
dancers  ceased  their  antics. 

The  musicians  were  used  to  having  bullets  whiz  around 
their  heads  while  they  played,  so  It  was  nothing  new  to 
them. 

The  cowboy  glared  at  Wild  for  a  moment  in  silence,  and 
then  simply  said: 

“I  cave.  YTou’ve  got  ther  drop  on  me,  stranger.  Who 
mought  you  be,  anyhow?” 

“Oh!  my  name  is  West.” 

The  fellow  gave  a  violent  start.  He  was  a  late  arrival, 
and  though  he  had  heard  of  l'oung  Wild  West  he  had  never 
met  him  before. 

“I  guess  I  know  who  you  are,”  he  said.  “Excuse  me,  Young 
Wild  West.  I  reckon  you  are  runnin’  this  shindig,  an’  not 
me.  I  won’t  give  you  any  further  trouble.” 

“That,  is  the  way  I  like  to  hear  a  man  talk.  What  handle 
do  you  go  by?” 

“Grizzly  Gus,  that’s  my  handle.  I’m  a  rip-snorter  at  killin' 
grizzlies,  but  at  riding  a’cayuse  on  a  dancin’  platform  I  ain’t 
no  good.” 

Our  hero  smiled  at  the  man’s  show  of  humor. 

“All  right,  Grizzly  Gus.  Now,  if  you  will  take  my  advice 
you  will  go  and  catch  your  horse  and  tie  him  somewhere. 
Then  get  in  and  enjoy  yourself.” 

“That’s  what  I’ll  do,  you  kin  bet  yer  boots!” 

And  that  was  exactly  what  he  did  do.  He  made  no  more 
trouble  that  night,  and  the  chances  were  that  Wild  had  made 
a  stanch  friend  of  him  by  giving  him  a  little  dose  of  disci¬ 
pline. 

When  the  hour  of  three  In  the  morning  arrived  the  fun 
was  at  its  height. 

Nearly  all  the  females  had  left  the  platform,  and  the  men 
were  dancing  in  true  Western  style. 

Wild  was  leaning  against  a  post,  at  one  corner  of  the  plat¬ 
form,  wishing  that  the  dance  was  over  so  he  could  turn'  in 
and  get  some  sleep,  when  suddenly  he  saw  an  Indian  maiden 
approaching  him. 

Where  she  had  come  from  he  could  not  divine  just  then. 

He  had  not  seen  her  get  upon  the  platform,  blit  be  knew, 
of  course,  that  she  had  not  dropped  from  the  sky. 

She  was  very  fancifully  attired  in  the  garb  worn  by  the 
chosen  maidens  of  her  race,  and  her  dark  eyes  beamed  Willi 
pleasure  when  she  saw  the  boy  standing  there  all  alone. 

“Young  Wild  West  heap  much  brave,”  she  said,  in  a  low, 
musical  voice,  that  sounded  like  the  rippling  of  a  spring. 
“Tripping  Fawn  has  come  with  a  message  to  him.” 

“What  is  the  message  that  Tripping  Fawn  brings?”  asked 
Wild.  “Her  eyes  beam  with  joy,  so  it  must  be  a  message  of 
good. ” 

“It  is  a  heap  good  message  that  Tripping  Fawn  brings, 
though  it  is  a  sad  one,  too.” 

The  maiden  spoke  excellent  English,  which  showed  that 
she  must  have  been  In  the  habit  of  associating  with  the 
whites  considerably. 

“Tell  me  what  is  sad  about,  the  message  first,  Tripping  , 
Fawn.”  I 

“Gray  Elk  is  dead.” 

“What!”  and  Young  Wild  West  gavo  a  start. 

“Yes;  the  great  chief,  who  vns  the  friend  of  Sitting  Bull, 
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In  dead.  He  was  killed  by  tlic»  man  whose  life -he  saved.  lie 
took  the  bad  white  chief.  Hickory  Hlpe,  from  the  hack 
of  his  horse  when  he  was  so  tied  he  could  not  help  himself. 
He  raved  him  from  the  white  men  who  would  kill  him. 
Then  Hickory  Hlpe  quarrels  with  Gray  Elk  and  stabs  him.” 

“I  Nee.”  nodded  Wild,  who  now  understood  how  Hickory 
IHpe  had  made  his  escape  from  the  blind  gorge.  “Where  is 
the  bad  paleface  now?" 

“Tripping  Fawn  does  not  know.  When  she  finds  him  she 
will  kill  him.  Gray  Elk  was  her  grandfather,  and  he  was 
good  to  her.” 

“So  the  old  chief  is  dead,  then?”  our  hero  said,  half  to 
himself. 

"Yes:  but  before  he  die  he  say  to  Tripping  Fawn  to  go 
and  find  Young  Wild  West,  the  bravest  and  best  of  all  the 
palefaces.  He  say  find  him  and  take  this  to  him,”  and  she 
handed  over  a  leather  tobacco  pouch.  “He  say  to  tell  Young 
Wild  West  that  he  thanked  him  for  sparing  his  life  when 
they  fought  on  the  mountain.  He  say  he  never  forget  him 
for  that.  He  say  take  the  leather  pouch  and  Young  Wild 
West  he  rich.” 

Though  he  had  no  idea  what  was  in  the  tobacco  pouch,  he 
felt  sure  that  it  contained  something  of  value. 

This  was  a  great  surprise  to  Wild. 

“Tripping  Fawn  has  the  thanks  of  Young  Wild  West  for 
bringing  the  message  of  Gray  Elk  to  him.”  he  said,  and  then 
the  girl  waited  no  longer,  but  dropped  to  the  ground  from 
the  side  of  the  platform  and  vanished  in  the  gloom  of  the 
night. 

The  dashing  young  Westerner  gave  a  yawn,  and  then, 
placing  the  pouch  in  his  pocket,  went  in  search  of  his  asso¬ 
ciates. 

He  wanted  to  tell  them  of  the  surprise  he  had  received. 

“Getting  sleepy?”  asked  Jim.  when  his  best  friend  on 
earth  came  up  to  him. 

“Yes:  I’ll  be  glad  when  the  dance  is  over  with.”  replied 
Wild.  “I  suppose  it  will  be  a  great  thing  for  us  and  the 
whole  town,  but  I  don’t  think  I  will  undertake  to  give  an¬ 
other  dance.” 

“Xo;  this  has  been  quite  enough  for  me.  I  suppose  the  men 
will  keep  it  up  till  daylight.” 

“Yes:  I  told  the  musicians  not  to  quit  playing  till  then. 
Say!  I  just  met  with  a  groat  surprise.” 

“What  do  you  mean?” 

“The  granddaughter  of  the  old  Sioux,  Gray  Elk,  came  to 
see  me  a  little  while  ago  and  told  me  that  the  old  fellow*  is 
dead.” 

“Is  that  so?  Where  were  you  when  she  found  you?” 

“Eight  over  there  oil  the  platform.  The  chief  charged  her 
to  come  to  me  with  the  news  that  he  was  dead,  and  with 
his  dying  breath  lie  bequeathed  me  some  sort  of  a  legacy.” 

Jim  was  now  much  interested. 

“Is  that  so?”  he  queried.  “What  is  the  legacy?” 

“A  tobacco  pouch." 

“That  is  just  like  an  Indian.  As  if  you  care  about  any¬ 
thing  like  that  to  rempmber  the  old  scoundrel.” 

“Yes;  but  I  have  an  idea  there  is  something  in  the  pouch. 
The  maiden,  who  said  her  name  was  Tripping  Fawn,  told 
me  that  Gray  Elk  said  the  tobacco  pouch  would  make  me 
rich.” 

“Ah!  That  sounds  a  little  better.” 

“Here  is  the  pouch.  I  don’t  think  I  will  bother  opening 
it  before  to-morrow  in  the  daylight.  Whatever  there  is  in 
it.  it  will  keep  till  then.” 

“ves.  I  reckon  there  won't  be  much.” 

“You  can't  tell  about  that.” 

“Well,  why  don’t  you  open  it  now,  then,  and  see?” 

“Xo.  I  have  made  up  my  mind  to  wait  until  daylight.” 

They  walked  around  till  they  found  Cheyenne  Charlie,  and 
then  he  heard  about  the  legacy  Wild  had  received  from  old 
Gray  Elk. 

Eike  Jim.  the  scout  did  not  think  it  would  amount  to 
merit.  though  ho  was  anxious  to  know  what  the  pouch  con¬ 
tained.  • 

.lii'-t  before  dawn  a  free  fight  started  on  the  platform,  and 
two  men  were  shot  and  half  a  dozen  wounded. 

^  °ung  Wild  West  thought  that  was  about  enough,  so  he 
ordered  the  musicians  to  cease  playing,  and  drove  the  drunken 
crowd  from  the  place. 

I  hen  it  was  that  flip  saloons  In  town  began  to  do  a  big 
Imsim  ns.  and  out-  friends  found  an  opportunity  to  turn  in 
and  get  some  sleep. 

They  were  in  no  hurry  to  get  up  in  the  morning,  and  when 
Hi  v  did  i He  1 hey  found  the  carpenters  taking  the  platform' 
jown.  * 


It  had  only  been  a  temporary  affair,  and  they  did  not  want 

any  more  dance*  on  their  property. 

One  was  enough  to  last  a  year. 

After  breakfast  Wild  thought  of  the  Indian  chief’s  legacy. 

In  the  presence  of  .Tim,  Charlie.  Jack  and  Lively  Kick, 
who  had  put  up  with  them,  he  took  out  the  tobacco  pouch 
and  untied  the  cord  that  was  around  it 

Then  he  dumped  out  a  piece  of  tanned  deer  hide,  which 
was  about  ten  inches  square  and  rolled  In  a  heap. 

When  he  had  smoothed  It  out  on  the  table  he  saw  that  It 
boie  a  number  of  characters  that  Indians  use  in  place  of 
letters  when  writing. 

Both  Wild  and  Charlie  were  quite  familiar  with  the  Sioux 
mode  of  writing  letters,  so  after  a  while  they  managed  to 
decipher  the  characters  on  the  piece  of  parchment. 

It  started  off  with  a  man  on  horseback  and  two  representa¬ 
tions  of  the  sun. 

The  drawings  were  very  crude,  of  course,  hut  were  quite 
plain  enough,  at  that. 

“The  horse  and  rider  and  the  two  suns  mean  a  two  days’ 
journey,”  said  Wild. 

“That’s  right,”  nodded  Charlie. 

Then  came  three  cone-like  objects,  with  an  arrow  pointing 
at  the  middle  one,  and  a  broken  tree  close  to  a  waterfall. 

“That,  means  that  after  the  two  days’  journey  is  made  you 
will  arrive 'at  the  foot  of  three  mountain  peaks,  and  that 
near  the  center  one  you  will  find  a  waterfall  and  a  broken 
tree.”  resumed  our  hero. 

The  characters  were  read  from  the  top  of  the  page,  and 
those  mentioned  just  took  up  half  of  it. 

The  lower  half  contained  a  rather  mixed  assortment  of 
horses,  guns,  blankets,  clothing,  barrels,  etc.,  and  Wild  made 
this  out  to  be  that  when  one  got  to  the  place  he  would  find 
the  equivalent  of  all  the  things  in  the  rude  drawing. 

“To  sum  it  all  up,”  said  he,  “it  means  for  me  to  make  a 
journey  to  a  place  where  there  are  three  mountains  close  to¬ 
gether.  It  iyill  take  me  two  days  to  get  there,  and  when  I 
do  1  will  find  a  broken  tree  beside  a.  water-fall,  and  right  there 
'will  be  found  a  pile  of  gold.” 

“I  see.”  observed  Jim.  “But  where  do  you  start  from  to 
make  the  two  days’  journey?” 

“From  here,  of  course.  These  pictures  have  not  been 
scratched  on  the  skin  more  than  two  or  three  days,  if  I  am 
any  judge,  and  if  Gray  Elk  put  them  here  for  my  benefit  he 
certainly  meant  for  me  to  start  from  where  I  was  located,  and 
he  knew  just  where  that  was.” 

“That’s  right!”  exclaimed  Cheyenne  Charlie.  “It  is  as  plain 
as  day,  all  but  one  thing.” 

“And  what  is  that?”  questioned  the  young  prince  of  the  r.  d- 
dle,  as  he  looked  sharply  at  the  parchment  again. 

“It  don’t  say  in  what  direction  you  are  to  travel.” 

“That  is  very  true,  but  my  eyes  ought  to  tell  me  that.  All 
I  will  have  to  do  is  to  go  to  some  high  point  right  around  this 
vicinity,  and  look  around  till  I  see  the  three  peaks.” 

“Sure  enough,"  said  Likely  Rick.  “I  s’pose  you  are  goin’ 
to  hunt  up  this  legacy,  ain’t  you?” 

“You  can  bet  that  I  am.” 

Charlie  nodded. 

“Of  course;  an’  you’ll  take  us  with  you?” 

“Yes.  You  four  will  be  the  ones  to  accompany  me  in  search 
of  the  Indian  chiefs  legacy.  I  thought  at  first  that  the  to¬ 
bacco  pouch  was  the  legacy,  but  now  I  know  different.  Old 
Gray  Elk  hasn’t  lied  any,  I’ll  bet.  There  is  gold  there,  and 
plenty  of  it.  It  will  be  a  nice  journey  for  us,  and  I  guess  we 
had  better  start  the  first  thing  to-morrow  morning." 

“Good!”  cried  all  hands  in  unison. 

Anything  with  a  little  mystery  attached  to  it  pleased  them 
mightily. 


CHAPTER  VIII.  , 

OX  THE  WAY  TO  THE  THREE  PEAKS. 

The  five  took  a  walk  to  the  top  of  the  nearest  bluff  a  few 
minutes  later,  and  after  looking  around  carefully  in  every  di¬ 
rection,  the  three  peaks  were  located  almost  due  south. 

They  just  showed  up  above  the  irregular  surface  of  the 
range,  and  that  was  all. 

But  it  was  sufficient  to  make  Wild  feel  that  the  Indian  chief 
was  sincere  ir.  what  he  had  done. 

And  the  others  were  eager  to  see  how  the  two  days'  Jcurnev 
would  turn  out. 

As  everything  was  quiet  In  Weston.  In  spite  of  the  fact  that 
there  were  so  ninny  strangers  th  ro,  they  got  ready  to  start  at 
J  daybreak  the  next  morning. 

Of  course,  their  immediate  friend*  knew  where  they  wore 
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rl7SUl'}  ^:1'e  been  the  right  thing  to  keep  them 

nr  t 110  legacy. 


M'v“  ,  '>onion  were  deeply*  interested  in  the  piece  of 

*  xbcui  »he  *tv iir  t  °  ?ust  enouSh  mystery  and  romance 

Put  Younir  Avish  they  were  going  along, 

hi-  rd  h?u  d  ^  1  ha,d  ?cclded  on  was  to  go  with 

^  tot  ^mpIrTd  by  wome'n  °  kind  t0  *****  his  mind’  or 

,lbat  5t  was  a  rather  dangerous  undertaking  to 
pvh  \rd  tho  ,‘ll€>e  p?aks-  smce  the  Sioux  were  on  the  war- 
Ru*VvVmti“  Vains  Tere  ful1  of  a11  sorts  of  outlaws, 
who  wo*re*\i«iie*Pari?  wou  d  be  11521(16  up  of  experienced  scouts, 
u  t  V  a11  sorts  of  dangers  and  hardships. 

on  e&nh  hm°h\rUe  that  Livfly  Rick  was  not  the  bravest  man 
.  ^  '^dlrm  h  WES  a  regular  cyclone  when  he  had  some  one 

(  Thorp  ?"!  TiM  We8f  was  the  man  t0  do  that. 

J  of five  rode  P60P  6  3t5rrin^  in  Heston  when  the  party 

k  peaks.  P  the  mountain-side  on  their  way  to  the  three 

thJ  wavhtdcC°77*fl  3  C°UP1?  °f  miles  when  the  sun  arose,  and 

[  th*  tnn}  tnfle  more  level  now  since  they  were  close  to 

the  top  of  the  range. 

*  'L°rdfrt°  srrikf  a  trail  leading  south  they  had  to  ride  abou 
fifteen  miles  southeast. 

In  due  time  they  struck  the  trail  they  wanted,  and  then  thev 
rnit^hem  ^  !aSt  aS  the  rocky  and  uneven  ground  wmuld  per- 

4  s-tA  out °Ur'S  r6St  WaS  takCn  f°r  dinner’  and  then  they  again 

Jack  Robedee  was  the  only  one  who  had  ever  been  this  way 

_e <Wy  aad  that  was  so  long  ago  that  he  got  puzzled  as  often 
4  as  did  his  companions. 

“One  thing  I  remember,”  he  said,  “an’  that  is  that  there  are 
one  or  two  dangerous  places  to  get  across.  Ther  only  wav 

f0I\^Snt0  find  em  is  to  be  on  ther  l°ok°nt  for  ’em,  I  s’pose  ” 

,  elh  it  is  a  good  thing  that  we  know  enough  to  be  on 
the  lookout  for  them,”  retorted  Wild. 

t  i3kiS  ««  about  avs  lon?Iy  a  place  as  1  ever  struck,”  observed 
Lively.  I. ere  we  have  been  on  ther  road  over  six  hours,  an 
we  am  t  even  met  a  cinnamon  bear.” 

“We  may  meet  more  than  we  care  to  before  we  get  to  our 
destination,”  retorted  Jim. 

rhXonifi1  p?  <i°Uld(<TPI^v  acr<?ss  a  young  grizzly,”  spoke  up 
Chejenne  Charlie.  If  there  is  any  kind  of  meat  I  do  like 

it  is  a  steak  from  a  young  grizzly/’ 

“I  never  could  go  bear  meat,”  chuckled  Robedee,  and  then 
everybody  smiled. 

Jack  wculd  occasionally  make  a  pun. 

It  was  not  long  before  Charlie’s  wish  was  gratified,  for  as 
they  rounded  a  curving  ledge  that  overhung  a  deep  ravine 
they  suddenly  heard  a  crashing  noise  a  few  feet  ahead  of 
them,  and  the  next  moment  a  big,  lumbering  grizzly  appeared 
directly  in  front  of  them. 

\oung  Wild  West  was  the  least  surprised  of  any  of  them 
and  not  wanting  to  give  the  big  brute  a  chance  to  claw  the 
beautiful  horse  he  rode,  he  drew  bead  on  it  with  his  rifle  and 
sent  a  bullet  crashing  into  its  brain  through  the  right  eye 
The  grizzly  toppled  over  and  rolled  in  the  agonies  of  death. 
My!  but  that  was  a  great  shot!  ”  exclaimed  Livelv  Rick 
in  admiration.  ’ 

“Well,  it.  would  not  have  paid  to  miss  the  eye,”  was  the  re¬ 
ply.  “If  I  had  missed  you  would  have  seen  a  lively  time 
around  here  for  a  while.  A  grizzly  is  hard  to  kill,  you  know 
and  sometimes  it  is  hard  to  reach  a  vital  part.  With  a  rifle 
there  is  no  better  place  than  the  eye,  especially  if  the  bear  is 
standing  upright,  as  he  was.  Now,  Charlie,  you  can  have 
your  bear  steaks,  I  guess.” 

"I  reckon  I  kin,”  was  Cheyenne  Charlie’s  retort.  “This 
feller  ain’t  a  young  grizzly,  but  I’ll  tackle  a  haunch  of  him, 
Just  ther  same.” 

The  rest  waited  until  he  had  cut  off  one  of  the  hind  quarters, 
and  then  they  proceeded  on  again. 

They  had  covered  a  little  less  than  half  a  mile  when  it  oc¬ 
curred  to  Cheyenne  Charlie  that  he  had  left  his  hunting-knife 
by  the  carcass  of  the  bear. 

“I  don’t  want  to  lose  that  knife,”  he  said.  “I’ve  had  it  too 
long  for  that.  You  fellers  ride  on  slow  an’  I’ll  go  back  an’  git 
If.  It  won’t  take  me  so  very  long.  Here,  Jack,  you  take  this 
chunk  of  meat.” 

“All  right,"  answered  Robedee,  and  then  the  scout  turned 
his  nor  <■  a.  d  v  ent  cantering  bark  to  where  they  had  left  the 
car  , of  tbf  grizzly. 

){<-  had  not  been  gone  more  than  two  or  three  minutes  when 
t  r  friends  heard  the  sounds  of  shooting  behind  them. 


Chailie  has  got  into  trouble!”  exclaimed  Wild,  wheeling  his 
horse  around.  “To  the  rescue,  boys!" 

Away  they  dashed  over  the  back  track,  the  fleet  sorrel  lead¬ 
ing^  by  several  lengths. 

Wild  West  had  his  rifle  ready  for  business,  for  he 
time  111  J  oxpecl,ed  to  gel:  a  sbot  at  something  in  a  very  short 

Two  minutes  from  the  time  they  had  heard  the  shots  they 
saw  Charlie  galloping  toward  them. 

The  horses  were  quickly  reined  in. 

“What’s  the  matter?”  asked  Wild. 

I  ha,d  a  pretty  close  call,  I  guess,”  was  the  reply.  “I  was 
not  long  in  getting  back  to  the  place,  or  pretty  close  to  ther 
place,  I  should  say,  for  as  soon  as  I  come  in  sight  of  ther  car- 
cass  I  seen  that  some  one  had  started  a  fire  right  near  it. 

Tiaey  ,  e  got  there  as  soon  as  we  left-  Well,  I  knowed 

J  had  better  look  out,  so  I  wheeled  my  horse  around  and  made 
or  cover.  Half  a  dozen  shots  were  fired  at  me  from  behind 
ther  rocks,  but  not  one  of  ’em  touched  me.  That’s  all  there 
1S<.v  *  dor?’f  know  whether  they  was  whites  or  reds.” 

011  ^as  eighty  lucky  to  git  off  so  easy,”  observed  Lively, 
kike  as  not  it  is  some  gang  follerin’  us.” 

“That’s  jest  what  I  think,”  chimed  in  Robedee. 

Wild  and  Jim  nodded  as  though  they  thought  so,  too,  and 
then  a  council  of  war  was  held. 

After  a  short  discussion  it  was  decided  to  go  on,  and  not 
a™  back  to  give  battle  to  the  villains  in  ambush. 

If  they  are  really  following  us  wre  will  give  them  a  chance 
to  overtake  us  before  night  sets  in,  and  then  we  will  see  what 
kind  of  stuff  they  are  made  of,”  said  our  hero. 

That  suited  the  ideas  of  all  hands,  so  they  rode  on  at  a 
S^,t,  clip>.Charlie  being  compelled  to  leave  his  knife  behind. 

1  11  get  it  yet,  perhaps,”  he  remarked.  “If  we  have  a  scrim¬ 
mage  with  them  fellers  I’ll  be  on  ther  lookout  for  my  knife.'’ 

The  party  kept  on  till  the  shades  of  night  began  to  gather, 
every  now  and  then  halting  and  listening  for  sounds  of  pur¬ 
suit. 

But  they  heard  none,  and  when  they  halted  in  a  snug  little 
glade,  where  a  spring  of  pure  water  trickled  down  the  rocks, 
they  were  half  inclined  to  think  that  the  men  who  had  am¬ 
bushed  Charlie  'were  not  following  them. 

They  had  brought  coffee,  sugar  and  salt  and  a  supply  of,  corn 
bread,  with  them,  so  a  fire  was  started,  and  soon  Cheyenne 
Charlie  had  his  bear  steaks  sizzling  over  the  coals. 

The  odor  from  the  cooking  meat  and  the  coffee  gave  them 
al.  an  appetite  that  made  them  feel  like  eating  almost  any¬ 
thing,  and  when  they  sat  down  to  supper  Charlie  was  not  the 
only  one  who  did  ful}  justice  to  the  grizzly  meat. 

It  are  a  little  tough,  but  it  is  mighty  good,”  Jack  observed, 
he  horses  were  hobbled  where  there  was  plenty  of  good 
grass,  and  then  our  friends  got  ready  to  pass  the  night 

It  was  decided  that  no  more  than  three  of  them  should  go  to 
sleep  at  one  time,  as  it  was  strictly  necessary  that  a  sharp 
watch  must  be  kept. 

It  fell  to  the  lot  of  Robedee  and  Lively  Rick  to  take  the 
irst  turn,  and  about  an  hour  after  supper  the  others  turned 

At  the  end  of  four  hours  Wild  and  Charlie  got  up  and  took 
:he  place  of  the  others,  leaving  Jim  sleeping  as  soundly  as 
though  he  was  in  his  bed  at  Weston. 

It  was  not  long  before  the  peculiar  cry  of  some  night  bird 
or  rather  a  good  imitation  of  one,  came  to  the  ears  of  the  two 
on  guard. 

Get  the  horses  in  behind  that  pile  of  rocks,  Charlie  ”  Wild 
whispered  to  his  companion,  as  he  heard  an  answering  fTV 
from  a  different  direction.  “There  is  something  up.” 

time G  scoutunbobbled  them  and  obeyed  without  any  loss  of 

They  were  now  in  a  very  good  place  to  resist  an  attack  if 
one  should  be  made. 

Wild  knew  that  they  could  hold  the  place  against  a  dozen 
and  he  was  not  the  least  bit  worried. 

Again  and  again  the  cries  of  the  night,  bird  came  to  their 
ears,  and  at  the  end  of  perhaps  twenty  minutes  some  3 

of° them nd  °°SenCd  dlrt  came  rattling  down  (ho  cliff  in  front. 

Wild  peered  upward  from  behind  the  boulder  he  had 
to  shield  himself,  and  in  the  dim  starlight  he  caught  sS 

of  the  figure  of  a  man  lying  on  his  stomach  and  peering  otoJ 
the  brink  of  the  cliff.  p ung  over 

He  did  not  shoot,  but  simply  waited. 

Pretty  soon  ho  saw  the  man  rise  to  his  feet  and  get  |JJJ(,ir 
out  oi  sight.  nuuc 

Five  minutes  later  he  saw  three  of  them  show  ud  ne-.r  n ,  * 
edge  of  the  cliff,  and  then  his  face  turned  pale,  for  they  were 
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rolling  a  big  stone  to  send  It  crashing  down  upon  those  in  the 
camp. 

He  realized  this  very  quickly,  and  his  rifle  flew  to  his 
shoulder. 

Crack! 

As  the  whip-like  report  rang  out  on  the  still  night  air,  one 
of  the  villainous  gang  above  uttered  a  cry  of  mortal  agony 
and  came  tumbling  down  almost  at  the  feet  of  the  young  dead- 
shot. 

The  others  ran  back  out  of  sight,  leaving  the  boulder  at  the 
edge  of  the  cliff. 

Wild’s  shot  aroused  the  camp,  and  one  word  from  him  was 
sufficient  to  cause  them  to  get  out  of  danger. 

They  were  not  an  instant  too  soon,  either,  for  becoming  des¬ 
perate.  the  men  above  got  behind  the  big  stone  and  sent  it 
crashing  downward. 

It  narrowly  missed  one  of  the  horses,  but  did  no  damage 
whatever. 

“Steady,  now,  boys!  "  exclaimed  Young  Wild  West,  in  a  voice 
that  was  as  cool  as  though  he  was  going  to  sit  down  for  a 
pleasant  chat.  “Keep  your  eyes  above,  and  whenever  you  see 
a  man  you  know  what  to  do.” 

And  they  all  did  know  what  to  do,  too.  The  men  above 
them  were  trying  to  take  their  lives,  and  they  felt  in  duty 
bound  to  prevent  them,  if  they  could,  by  taking  theirs. 

In  less  than  ten  seconds  after  Young  Wild  West  made  the 
remark,  Cheyenne  Charlie’s  rifle  spoke. 

And  with  the  report  another  scoundrel  went  before  his 
Maker. 

There  was  no  way  to  tell  how  many  there  were  of  them,  and 
they  did  not  know  but  that  some  of  them  might  come  upon 
them  from  another  direction;  but  one  thing  was  certain,  Young 
Wild  West  did  not  grow  the  least  bit  alarmed  over  the  possible 
outcome  of  the  affair. 

He  was  one  of  the  kind  who  never  believe  in  the  word  fail. 

Our  friends  had  now  drawn  back  into  a  position  where  it 
was  impossible  for  any  boulders  or  stones  to  be  rolled  upon 
them,  and  when  their  young  leader  began  to  talk  jokingly, 
they  felt  perfectly  at  their  ease. 

Half  an  hour  passed  without  hearing  anything  more  of  their 
enemies. 

Then  our  hero  began  to  grow  just  a  trifle  nervous. 

•'Boys,”  said  he,  after  a  lengthy  silence,  “I  guess  I  will 
go  out  on  a  little  scout.  I  want  to  see  who  our  enemies  are 
and  learn  how  many  they  ^number.” 

“You  ain’t  goin’  to  risk  it,  are  you,  Wild?”  Cheyenne  Char¬ 
lie  questioned,  as  though  he  thought  it  would  not  be  the  proper 
thing  to  do. 

“Yes;  I  am  going  to  risk  it.  I  will  go  alone,  and  then  if 
anything  happens  it  will  all  fall  upon  me.  I  have  done  as 
risky  things  before,  I  think.  From  what  I  have  already  seen 
of  these  fellows,  there  is  nothing  brilliant  about  them.  They 
have  already  lost  two  men,  where  they  shouldn’t  have  lost 
any,  if  they  had  worked  their  cards  anywhere  near  right.  If 
such  a  gang  as  that  gets  the  best  of  me  I  will  be  willing  to  quit 
calling  myself  a  scout.” 

That  settled  it.  Not  another  word  was  said. 

Wild  soon  got  himself  in  readiness  to  leave  the  camp. 

He  simply  laid  aside  his  rifle  and  examined  his  brace  of  re¬ 
volvers  to  make  sure  that  they  were  in  perfect  order  and  ready 
for  instant  use. 

“Now,  boys,  lay  low  and  keep  your  eyes  peeled,”  was  all  he 
said. 

Then  he  quietly  crawled  away  under  the  shadow  of  the  trees 
in  the  little  glade. 

As  expert  as  he  was.  Wild  never  allowed  himself  to  get 
the  least  bit  careless  in  his  movements. 

He  worked  his  way  along  as  though  it  was  a  matter  of  life 
or  death  to  him;  as  though  the  crackling  of  a  single  twig 
meaut  that  he  would  be  lost. 

It  was  rather  tedious  work,  to  be  sure,  but  he  was  used  to  it, 
and  minded  it  hut  little. 

Even  if  he  was  to  find  a  light  suddenly  turned  upon  him  and 
a  dozen  revolvers  pointed  at  him  he  would  not  have  quailed, 
but  would  undoubtedly  have  got  in  the  first  shot. 

And  that  first  shot  would  possibly  have  meant  victory  for 
him. 

Nerve  is  a  thing  most  essential  to  persons  who  run  great 

risks. 

Slowly,  but  surely,  the  daring  young  scout  worked  his  way 
from  the  camp. 

In  about  three  minutes  he  came  to  the  point  where  he  would 
have  to  crawl  upward  over  the  rocks. 

Lp  he  went  as  sileutly  as  a  snail  working  its  way  from 
the  bottom  of  a  well. 


He  was  gradually  drawing  nearer  to  the  place  where  hli 

enemies  were  located. 

Never  once  did  he  think  of  falling  to  gain  hie  point.  Nay! 
He  had  already  made  up  hla  mind  that  if  there  were  not  more 
than  half  a  dozen  of  them  he  would  tackle  them  single- 

handed. 

In  ten  minutes  from  the  time  he  left  the  camp  he  was  at 
the  top  of  the  cliff. 

The  many  nooks  and  crannies  that  were  there  suited  his  pur¬ 
pose  admirably. 

He  worked  his  way  along,  stopping  at  almost  every  foot, 
until  presently  he  heard  whispering  voices. 

Then  he  crouched  down  flat  to  the  ground  and  listened. 

“It  won't  do  to  go  down  there  in  the  dark,”  he  heard  ode 
man  say.  “They  would  mow  us  down  before  we  could  get  at 
them.” 

“Let’s  wait  till  daylight,  then,  and  pick  ’em  off  from  the 
cover  we’ve  got  here,”  said  another. 

“That  is  the  only  thing  we  have  got  to  do,”  spoke  up  a  third. 
“We  must  get  hold  of  that  tobacco  pouch  that  redskin  girl 
took  to  Young  Wild  West.  There  is  a  fortune  in  it  for  the 
seven  of  us  that’s  left  out  of  the  nine.” 

Wild  nodded  to  himself  when  he  heard  this. 

It  was  no  other  than  Hickory  Hipe,  the  outlaw,  who  had 
spoken  last. 

“So  you  are  after  the  legacy  old  Gray  Elk  left  me,  are  you?” 
he  muttered  under  his  breath.  “Well,  I’ll  guarantee  that  you 
will  never  get  it — not  even  if  I  should  go  under,  for  I  left  the 
piece  of  parchment  with  Arietta,  my  promised  bride.” 

The  boy  could  not  help  smiling  there  in  the  darkness  as  he 
thought  of  this. 

He  had  committed  the  Indian  writing  to  memory,  so  there 
was  no  need  of  his  bringing  the  parchment  along. 

He  meant  to  keep  that  in  memory  of  the  old  chief  who  had 
died  with  a  spark  of  gratitude  in  his  breast. 

He  remained  there  for  ten  minutes  longer,  and  then  being 
thoroughly  satisfied  that  the  villains  meant  to  remain  there 
till  daylight,  he  started  to  make  his  way  back  to  the  camp. 

He  knew  now  that  he  and  his  friends  would  be  perfectly 
safe  till  daybreak. 

That  is,  of  course,  if  they  stayed  there. 

But  Young  Wild  West  did  not  intend  to  stay  there  in  the 
little  glade. 

He  had  already  decided  upon  a  plan  of  action. 

As  cautiously  as  he  had  come  he  made  his  way  back,  though 
it  was  hardly  necessary,  and  soon  he  crawled  right  into  the 
camp  before  those  waiting  for  him  were  aware  of  it. 

He  had  been  gone  just  a  half  hour. 

“Whew!  ”  exclaimed  Lively  Rick,  in  a  hoarse  whisper,  when 
Wild  appeared  before  them.  “You  are  a  wonder,  you  are.  I’ll 
bet  there  ain’t  another  man  livin’  as  could  have  got  here  with¬ 
out  us  knowin’  it.” 

“I  must  say  that  I  caught  you  all  napping,"  was  the  reply. 
“You  should  keep  your  ears  open.” 

“We  did  have  'em  open,  but  you  never  made  a  sound,”  an¬ 
swered  Charlie,  shaking  his  head  as  though  he  was  angered  at 
himself  for  not  having  heard  his  friend’s  approach. 

“Well,  I  have  found  out  all  we  want  to  know,  I  guess.” 

“How  many  of  ’em  are  there?”  queried  Jim. 

“Seven;  and  their  leader  is  Hickory  Hipe.” 

“What!  ” 

“And  they  are  following  us  for  the  purpose  of  getting  the 
legacy  Gray  Elk  left  me.” 

“Get  out!  ” 

“Yes.  The  outlaw  leader  seems  to  know  just  what  Tripping 
Fawn,  the  Indian  maiden,  brought  me  the  night  before  last.” 

This  news  was  astonishing  to  them,  and  they  could  not  help 
thinking  that  they  were  very  lucky  mortals  to  have  such  a 
brilliant  leader  as  Young  Wild  West. 

“Now.  then,’’  resumed  Wild,  “we  are  going  to  leave  this  place 
one  at  a  time.  Lively,  you  get  your  horse  and  go  first  Go 
straight  south  and  wait  half  a  mile  below. 

Without  waiting  for  anything  further,  Lively  started  to 

obey. 

In  a  few  minutes  he  had  got  away  from  the  camp  withouf 
making  any  noise  to  speak  of. 

Then  the  rest  followed  one  at  a  time.  Wild  being  the  last 
one  to  leave,  and  finally  the  camp  was  deserted. 

And  all  unconscious  of  what  had  taken  place,  Hlckorv  Hip# 
and  his  villainous  gang  remained  upon  the  cliff,  waiting  for 
the  light  of  day  to  come,  so  they  could  pick  eff  the  men  thev 

followed  from  behind  the  rocks,  * 
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CHAPTER  IX. 

THE  OUTLAWS  TAKE  IX  THE  FIRST  TRICK. 

9°^  ,ro^e  for  about  two  miles  after  they  met, 

r.u  .  ien  \\ilu  picked  out  a  suitable  place,  and  they  went  into 
camp  once  more. 

“We  won't  be  bothered  any  more  by  those  fellows  to-night,” 
he  observed,  “so  get  all  the  sleep  you  can.  We  will  settle  ac- 

COiiiU),W  ih  Mr*  Hickory  HiPe  in  the  daylight  to-morrow.” 
u  Rands  now  felt  perfectly  at  ease,  and  soon  those  who 
n°i  °n  ^uar(f  were  wrapped  in  the  arms  of  Morpheus. 
.  if*6  .  ce  they  had  chosen  to  remain  the  balance  of  the 
nignt  was  on  a  gentle  slope  about  two  hundred  yards  from 
the  trail. 

There  was  quite  a  thick  growth  of  stunted  oaks  there,  so 
tne\  were  pretty  secure  from  observation. 

Shortly  after  dawn  Wild  climbed  one  of  the  tallest  trees 
and  took  a  look  around. 

He  could  see  the  spot  w’here  they  had  camped  in  the  early 
part  of  the  evening  quite  plainly. 

Bu„  the  cliff  where  the  outlaws  were  could  not  be  discerned, 
owing  to  a  high  projection  this  side  of  it. 

The  boy  had  not  been  up  in  the  tree  long  when  he  saw  mov- 
ing  figures  on  the  trail  near  their  old  camp. 

“They  have  discovered  that  we  are  missing,”  he  thought, 
and  they  are  coming  this  way.” 

M  ild  waited  long  enough  to  make  sure  that  he  was  right 
in  ms  supposition,  and  then  descended  the  tree. 

“We  will  move  on  at  once, -I  guess,”  he  said.  “The  outlaws 
art1  mov  ing  this  way.  We  will  go  on  till  we  strike  a  place 
where  there  is  water  and  grass  and  then  go  into  camp.  We 
can  be  on  the  lookout  for  them  when  they  come  along  and 
make  it  hot  for  them.” 

Those  who  were  still  sleeping  were  aroused  in  short  order, 
and  then  the  party  mounted  and  rode  away  to  the  south. 

The  trail  was  in  a  pretty  fair  condition  for  riding,  so  they 
kicked  up  quite  a  smart  pace. 

Before  five  miles  had  been  covered  they  came  to  a  spot  that 
could  not  have  suited  them  better  for  a  camping  place  if  it  had 
been  made  to  order. 

Both  grass  and  water  were  there,  and  it  was  so  situated  that 
no  one  could  well  approach  it  without  being  easily  seen. 

“Now’  I  guess  we  can  take  things  a  little  easy,”  observed 
Jack  Robedee.  “I  know  what  I  am  going  to  do.” 

“What  are  you  going  to  do?”  inquired  Lively  Rick. 

“I’m  goin’  to  try  fishin’  in  that  stream.  It  looks  to  me  as 
though  there  were  trout  there.” 

“Well,  maybe  there  be,  but  I  reckon  you’ve  got  all  ther  fish 
now  that  you’ll  catch.” 

Just  wait  an’  see,”  and  Robedee  went  to  his  saddlebags 
and  soon  produced  a  hook  and  line. 

Then,  while  the  rest  were  attending  to  the  horses  and  fixing 
things  up  in  general,  he  cut  a  road  and  dug  up  some  angle 
worms. 

A  few  minutes  later  he  was  seated  on  a  rock  near  the  spot 
where  the  current  of  the  mountain  stream  ran  the  swiftest. 

He  had  scarcely  cast  his  line  in  than  he  got  a  bite,  and, 
mu.-h  to  the  surprise  of  Lively  Rick,  who  had  followed  him 
out  of  curiosity,  he  landed  a  good-sized  fish. 

“Whew!”  exclaimed  Lively. 

“I  told  you  so;”  and  then  Jack  calmly  landed  another,  which 
■was  much  larger  than  the  first. 

He  had  great  luck  for  the  next  ten  minutes,  catching  eighteen 
fish. 

Then  they  ceased  to  bite. 

But  Robedee  was  satisfied.  He  did  not  believe  in  catching 
any  more  than  he  could  use,  anyway,  so  he  gave  it  up  and 
started  in  to  help  Lively  clean  them. 

Charlie  had  started  a  fire,  and  when  he  saw  the  fish  brought 
in  and  deposited  on  the  grass,  he  stared  in  amazement. 

“How  will  they  go  for  breakfast?”  asked  Jack,  with  a*grin. 
“Fine.  Hello,  Wild  and  Jim!  Come  over  and  see  what  Jack 
baa  been  doing.” 

The  boys  who  were  keeping  watch  up  the  trail  for  the  ap¬ 
pearance  of  the  outlaws  promptly  walked  to  the  fire. 

They  did  not  know  that  Jack  had  been  fishing,  and,  of  course, 
w<  re  agreeable  surprised  when  they  saw  his  catch. 

The  ‘-'Ehteen  fish  would  easily  weigh  ten  pounds,  so  that 
jxia/U  ample  enough  to  cock  for  their  breakfast. 

The  fish  were  soon  prepared  and  the  coffee  put  on,  and  then 
ail  they  had  to  do  war  to  wait. 

»a x  while.  Wild  was  seelDg  to  It  that  a  good  watch  was 
Uiaz  k'  ot  In  every  direction. 


He  knew  Hickory  Hipe  was  a  very  reckless  scoundrel,  and 
there  was  no  telling  what  move  he  might  make. 

But  the  minutes  flitted  by  and  the  gang  failed  to  put  in  an 
appearance. 

“I  know  what  is  the  matter,”  said  Wild.  “They  have  seen 
the  smoke  from  our  fire,  and  have  halted  to  talk  matters  over, 
or  else  go  into  camp,  the  same  as  we  have.” 

“That’s  right,”  answered  Jim.  “They  have  gone  into  camp. 
See  that  thin  column  of  smoke  going  up  over  there?” 

"Yes.  They  are  burning  the  lightest  kind  of  wood,  so  their 
fire  won’t  make  much  smoke.  1  wonder  what  they'  think  we 
are?  As  if  we  couldn’t  see  a  column  of  smoke,  no  matter  how 
thin  it  was!” 

The  prince  of  the  saddle  laughed  at  the  thought. 

He  was  not  afraid  of  their  camp  being  found  by  their  ene¬ 
mies,  and  a  fire  had  been  started  just  the  same  as  if  they  had 
been  out  for  sport,  and  no  danger  lurked  near. 

But  the  outlaws  were  making  a  miserable  attempt  to  conceal 
their  movements. 

Our  friends  took  their  time  and  enjoyed  their  breakfast. 

Arte!1  they  had  eaten  to  their  full  desires,  pipes  and  cheroots 
were  lighted,  and  then  they  made  ready  to  resume  their  jour¬ 
ney  to  the  three  peaks. 

According  to  the  parchment  they  ought  to  reach  the  place 
by  nightfall,  as  the  sun  would  have  risen  and  set  twice  since 
they  started  by  that  time. 

They  kept  on  at  a  good  pace  when  they  once  got  started. 
Wild  riding  well  in  the  rear,  on  the  lookout  for  their  enemies. 

He  was  not  going  to  allow  them  to  make  a  sudden  rush 
from  the  rear  and  give  them  a  volley  before  they  could  get  to 
cover. 

The  boy  depended  on  his  experience  as  a  scout  to  prevent 
them  from  doing  that. 

Nothing  was  seen  of  Hickory  Hipe  and  his  gang,  however, 
and  when  noon  came  our  friends  halted  for  the  usual  rest  and 
refreshment. 

Charlie  and  Lively  Rick  had  been  fortunate  enough  to  shoot 
some  game  on  the  way,  so  there  was  a  prospect  of  having  a 
good  dinner. 

While  it  was  being  cooked,  Wild,  who  was  walking  round 
the  camp,  rifle  in  hand,  suddenly  saw  a  man  approaching 
holding  up  a  stick  to  which  a  white  rag  was  tied. 

“A  flag  of  truce!”  he  exclaimed;  and  then  he  waited  to  see 
what  was  coming. 

The  others  had  seen  it  by  this  time,  but  only  Jim  walked 
over  to  where  his  chum  was  standing. 

The  man  who  was  approaching  was  a  liang-dog-looking  fel¬ 
low,  and  he  seemed  to  be  rather  timid  about  coming  to  them. 

“Come  right  on;  don’t  be  afraid,”  called  out  Wild.  “You 
don’t  suppose  we  would  lift  a  gun  against  you  when  you  are 
holding  up  a  white  rag,  do  you?  We  are  not  built  that  way,  if 
you  and  your  gang  are.  What’s  wanted,  anyway?” 

“I've  got  a  note  for  yer,”  replied  the  man,  as  he  came  for¬ 
ward  uneasily. 

“Fetch  it  along.” 

The  fellow  did  so. 

Young  Wild  West  unfolded  a  piece  of  greasy  paper  that  had 
been  torn  from  a  note-book  and  read  the  following: 

“TO  YOUNG  WILD  WEST  AND  FRIENDS:  WARNING! 

“We  know  the  mission  you  are  on,  and  warn  you  to  turn 
back  at  once.  If  you  persist  in  going  after  Gray  Elk’s  legacy 
we  will  see  to  it  that  you  will  never  return  to  Weston  alive. 
We  will  force  you  along  till  we  get  you  where  we  want  you. 
and  then  kill  you  off  at  our  leisure.  You  think  we  cannot  do 
this,  but  fail  to  turn  back  and  you  will  see. 

(Sigued)  “Dick  Spruce, 

“Hickory  Hipe.” 

“Whew!”  whistled  Wild;  “so  our  friend,  the  gambler,  i* 
with  the  gang,  is  he?  Well,  I  am  real  glad  to  learn  that.  Now, 
then,  Mr.  Messenger,  I  will  write  an  answer,  which  you  can 
take  back  to  your  friends  with  my  compliments.” 

Jack  had  part  of  a  note-book  in  his  saddlebags,  and  as  soon 
as  he  produced  it  Wild  sat  down  on  a  stone  and  wrote  the 
following  reply  to  the  note: 

“To  Dick  Spruce,  Hickory  Hipe,  and  all  the  other  loafers  in 
the  gang: 

“I  am  going  straight  ahead  with  my  friends,  and  we  are 
going  to  get  the  legacy  Gray  Elk  left  me.  As  you  have  warned 
me,  I  now  tell  you  that  unless  you  keep  away  from  us  you 
will  bo  riddled  with  lead  pills  before  the  rise  and  set  of  another 
sun.  I  am  not  like  such  as  you,  for  I  always  keep  my  word. 

Yours*  Youmi  Wlu>  West.” 
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The  boy  folded  this  and  handed  it  to  the  messenger. 

“Tell  them  to  read  this  carefully,”  was  all  he  said,  and  away 
went  the  man,  acting  as  though  he  was  very  glad  to  get  out 
of  the  presence  of  Young  Wild  West  and  his  friends. 

“Now,  then,  boys,  we  will  wait  a  little  while  and  see  if  they 
are  going  to  attack  us  right  away.  I  hope  they  are,  for  I 
would  like  to  have  this  thing  over  with.” 

“So  would  I,”  nodded  Jim.  “I  don't  get  what  you  might  call 
nervous,  but  I  don’t  like  waiting  in  such  cases  as  this.  If  we 
have  got  to  fight,  why,  I  say  fight  as  soon  as  possible." 

“Well,  it  wouldn’t  be  policy  for  us  to  attack  them,  unless 
we  caught  them  somewhere  in  the  open.” 

“I  know  that.  Let  them  do  the  attacking,  and  let  them  do 
it  as  soon  as  they  want  to.” 

At  the  end  of  half  an  hour,  as  they  saw  nothing  of  the  out¬ 
laws,  the  party  in  search  of  the  Indian  chief’s  legacy  resumed 
their  journey. 

“Take  it  easy,  boys,  and  keep  a  sharp  watch,”  said  Wild. 
“It  may  be  that  we  will  get  a  chance  to  pick  one  or  two  of 
them  off  on  the  way.” 

They  were  all  waiting  for  just  such  an  opportunity,  and 
Lively  Rick  was  the  first  to  get  it. 

He  caught  a  glimpse  of  a  man  sneaking  across  an  open  space 
with  a  big  tin  flask  in  his  hand. 

He  was  going  for  water,  but  he  never  got  it,  for  the  rifle  of 
the  man  from  Devil  Creek  spoke,  and  the  outlaw  rolled  over 
on  the  ground  with  a  bullet  in  his  brain. 

“That  leaves  six,”  said  Wild,  with  a  nod  of  satisfaction. 
“That  was  a  pretty  good  shot,  Lively.” 

“I  think  I’m  improvin’  somewhat  since  I  got  acquainted 
with  you,”  was  the  reply.  “I  guess  it  is  coolness  what  does  the 
business.” 

“Coolness  counts  every  time.  Every  one  ought  to  know 
that,  no  matter  what  they  are  going  to  do.  The  minute  a  man 
gets  excited  he  is  bound  to  make  a  mistake.” 

Being  quite  sure  that  they  would  see  no  more  of  the  out¬ 
laws  for  a  while,  our  friends  mounted  their  horses  and  rode  on 
down  the  rough  and  irregular  trail. 

Nothing  occurred  to  mar  the  peacefulness  of  their  journey, 
except  the  killing  of  another  grizzly  by  Cheyenne  Charlie,  and 
about  five  in  the  afternoon  they  found  themselves  at  the  foot 
of  three  narrow,  towering  peaks. 

And  there  was  the  waterfall  and  the  broken  tree  right  be¬ 
fore  them. 

Gray  Elk  had  not  written  falsely. 

“We  are  here,  boys,”  exclaimed  Young  Wild  West.  “Now, 
the  first  thing  to  be  done  is  to  fix  up  a  camp  that  we  will  be 
able  to  hold  against  a  score,  if  it  should  become  necessary. 
We  have  to  remain  here  a  week,  as  we  don’t  know  where  the 
gold  Gray  Elk  mentioned  in  his  letter  really  is.” 

“We’ll  find  it  all  right,  I  guess,”  retorted  Jack.  “What  do 
you  say  if  we  roll  some  of  these  rocks  against  the  fallen  tree 
and  form  a  kind  er  breastworks?” 

“That  will  do,  I  think,”  nodded  our  hero. 

That  was  enough  to  spur  them  on  to  work. 

As  soon  as  they  had  given  the  horses  the  full  length  of  their 
lariats,  they  started  in  with  a  vim. 

It  was  heavy  work,  but  they  kept  on  till  they  had  piled  up 
rocks  and  boulders  and  made  it  resemble  a  miniature  fort. 

They  could  not  have  found  a  better  place  to  stand  a  siege 
if  they  had  hunted  the  mountain  over. 

The  three  towering  peaks  ran  up  so  straight  that  it  was 
utterly  impossible  for  even  a  goat  to  climb  them,  so  there 
could  come  no  danger  from  the  rear. 

And  in  the  front  they  had  formed  the  circular  barricade, 
leaving  the  rushing  torrent  that  fell  from  the  rocks  above 
on  the  left  and  an  opening  to  go  in  and  out  on  the  right. 

The  next  thing  In  order  was  to  start  a  fire,  and  this  was  soon 
done. 

By  the  time  supper  was  ready  it  was  dark,  but  as  they  had 
already  arranged  their  pickets  they  felt  safe  enough. 

The  thought  of  finding  a  pile  of  golden  treasure,  and  the 
fact  that  there  were  six  outlaws  thirsting  for  their  blood  caused 
a  feeling  of  more  or  less  excitement  to  prevail  among  our 
friends. 

Wild  decided  that  they  would  make  no  effort  to  find  the 
treasure  until  morning. 

They  were  pretty  well  tired  out  and  needed  what  rest  the 
outlaws  might  be  willing  to  give  them. 

Though  they  expected  to  be  attacked  before  morning,  no  1 
such  thing  happeued,  and  shortly  after  the  sun  came  up  t*hev  I 
were  hustling  to  get.  their  breakfast  and  start  in  on  the  hunt 
for  the  treasure. 

(  harlie  and  Jirn  wanted  to  take  a  scout  around  the  vicinity  ^ 


to  see  where  the  outlaws  were  located,  so  Wild  told  them  to  go 
ahead. 

The  two  left  at  once. 

They  went  off  to  the  right,  intending  to  make  a  circle  ba<  k  to  1 

the  camp. 

Both  were  experienced  iu  this  sort  of  business  as  the  reader 
knows,  and  they  worked  their  way  along  with  the  utmost  cau-  i 
tion.  ^ 

When  they  were  a  distance  of  perhaps  three  hundred  yards 
from  camp,  Jim  began  to  sniff  the  air. 

“Smell  anything?”  asked  Cheyenne,  in  a  whisper. 

“Coffee,”  was  the  reply.  “It  don’t  come  from  our  camp, 
either,  because  the  wind  is  not  the  right  way.  ” 

“That’s  right.  There!  I  smell  it,  too.  Them  fellers  are 
around  close  by.  Funny  we  can’t  see  any  smoke  from  their 
fire,  though.” 

“I  wonder  if  they  ain’t  in  that  ravine  over  there?  If  they 
are  the  smoke  from  their  fire  would  get  lost  before  it  got  up 
here.  ” 

“That’s  just  it.  I’ll  bet  a  plug  of  tobacker  that  they  are 
there!” 

“Well,  we’ll  soon  find  out,”  and  Jim  began  moving  along 
in  the  direction  of  the  ravine. 

In  a  few  minutes  they  were  at  a  spot  where  they  could 
look  down  into  the  ravine  with  the  greatest  of  ease. 

It  did  not  take  them  a  second  to  catch  sight  of  the  camp 
of  the  men  almost  directly  below  them. 

There  were  four  of  the  men  sitting  down  eating  near  the 
embers  of  a  fire,  and  one  was  walking  around  smoking  bis 
pipe,  with  a  rifle  resting  in  the  hollow  of  his  arms. 

The  other  two  belonging  to  the  party  were  nowhere  to  be 
seen. 

“One  of  those  fellows  is  the  man  I  shot  in  the  arm  over 
at  the  Gazoo,”  whispered  Jim.  “I  never  saw  the  other 
three;  they  are  strangers.” 

“I  wonder  where  Hickory  Hipe  an’  Spruce  are?”  retorted 
Charlie. 


“Probably  scouting  around,  the  same  as  we  are.” 

“I  s’pose  so.  Say,  Jim!” 

“What?”  asked  the  boy,  looking  in  surprise  at  the  rather 
queer  expression  that  was  on  his  companion’s  face. 

“See  that  big-  bowlder  there?” 

“Y’es,”  and  Dart  shrugged  his  shoulders. 

“If  that  was  shoved  over  it  would  just  about  strike  in 
ther  embers  of  that  fire  below  us!” 

“I  know  that,  Charlie.  According  to  my  judgment  it  would 
mash  those  three  men  into  a  jelly.” 

“I  don't  s’pose  it  ought  to  be  done;  but  they’d  do  it  to  us’ 
if  they  got  ther  chance.” 

“I  know  they  would.  But  we  couldn’t  do  a  thing  like  that. 
It  would  be  real  murder  to  do  it.” 

“You  are  right  it  would  be  murder,  so  you  had  better  not 
do  it!”  exclaimed  a  voice  behind  them,  and  turning,  they 
found  Hickory  Hipe  and  Dick  Spruce  standing  over  them  with 
leveled  revolvers. 


“Nipped!  by  jingo!”  cried  Cheyenne  Charlie,  sliding  his 
hand  for  his  revolver. 

Don  l  touch  it,  or  I  11  blow  you  to  kingdom-come’  ’’  said 
Spruce,  thrusting  his  weapon  within  six  inches  of  the  scout's 
face. 


Charlie  knew'  perfectly  well  that  the  villain  had  the  drop 
on  him,  so  he  remained  quiet. 

“Put  your  hands  behind  you!”  commanded  the  outlaw  cap¬ 
tain.  “ Hurry  up  now!  We  are  not  in  the  humor  to  fool 
with  you.  Ihcr  better  you  mind  what  we  sav  tlier  longer 
you’ll  live.”  ‘  ** 


tfotn  our  friends  were  believers  in  the  time-honored  sav¬ 
ing  that  “while  there  is  life  there  is  hope.”  so  they  submitted 
to  being  captured. 

Being  a  prisoner  was  much  better  than  being  dead. 

A  prisoner  doomed  to  die  did  not  always  die.  but  a  dead 
man  never  came  back. 

Tlyit  was  the  logic  of  the  situation,  and  both  Jim  and  Chov- 
enne  realized  it  only  too  well.  ^ 

..  Tin» a,  ,VCPli,S,!0,J  t*“e  the  handa  of  the  two  were  securely 
tied  behind  their  backs  and  their  weapons  taken  from  them.  * 

I  hen  Hickory  Hipe  ordered  them  to  rise  to  their  feet 

They  did  this  soon  enough,  and  then  they  were  conducted 
hack  into  ihe  bushes  and  thence  down  a  winding  deM  <  nt  to 
the  ravine  below. 

When  the  two  villains  marched  up  the  ravine  with  their 
pr isoners.  (he  three  men  sprang  up  from  around  the  tiro  and 
uttered  yells  of  approval. 

That  was  where  they  made  a  mistake,  but  none  of  them 
seemed  to  realize  it. 
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CHAPTER  X. 

THE  INDIAN  CHIEF'S  LEGACY. 


As  <  K>n  as  Jim  and-  Charlie  had  gone  Young  Wild  West 
be- au  to  make  a  thorough  examination  of  the  place. 

“The  gold,  if  there  really  is  any,  must  be  right  here  some- 
where.'*  he  said,  putting  his  foot  on  the  ground  near  the  butt 
of  the  fallen  tree.  “This  is  the  nearest  point  to  the  little 
waterfall,  and  according  to  Gray  Elk's  description,  that  is 
where"  it  is  supposed  to  be  located.” 

“Let’s  dig  a  little  and  find  out,”  suggested  Jack  Robedee. 
“That’s  it.”  spoke  up  Lively  Rick,  and  he  picked  up  one 
of  the  picks  they  had  brought  with  them. 

“Dig  right  here.  Lively,”  said  Wild,  making  a  mark  on 
the  ground  with  the  heel  of  his  boot. 

Rick  struck  in.  and  as  soon  as  he  had  broken  the  hard 
dirt  a  little  Jack  brought  a  shovel  and  started  in. 

Young  Wild  West  was  doing  two  things  now. 

He  was  watching  his  two  friends  work,  and  at  the  same 
time  keeping  his  eyes  “peeled”  for  some  signs  of  the  out¬ 
laws. 

Five  minutes  ’  iter  he  suddenly  heard  a  faint  cheering  in 
the  distance. 

It  was  very  faint  at  the  first  sound,  but  when  the  echoes 
began  to  sound  it  was  as  plain  as  though  it  came  from  some 
one  not  over  a  hundred  yards  away.  „ 

“Stop!”  cried  Wild  to  the  two  men  who  were  digging. 
“Something  has  happened  to  Jim  and  Charlie.” 

“What  do  you  mean?”  gasped  Jack,  who  had  not  heard 
the  sounds. 

“I  just  heard  some  one  cheering  as  though  they  were  de¬ 
lighted  at  something.  It  could  not  have  been  our  boys,  you 
know.” 

“Xo;  it  ain’t  likely  it  was  them,”  admitted  Robedee. 

“Then  it  must  have  been  Hickory  Hipe’s  gang;  they  are 
the  only  people  around  here  that  we  know  of,  except  our¬ 
selves.” 

“That’s  so.” 

“Well,  you  two  just  keep  a  watch  on  the  camp  and  the 
horses;  don’t  do  any  more  work  till  I  come  back.  I  am  go¬ 
ing  to  see  what  caused  that  cheering.” 

That  was  all  he  said,  and  the  next  moment  he  was  mak¬ 
ing  for  the  direction  he  judged  the  sounds  had  come  from. 
Wild  was  very  anxious,  and  he  made  his  way  along  as 

fast  as  he  could. 

He  made  no  mistake  in  judging  the  direction,  and  in  a 
vety  short  time  he  had  reached  the  point  where  the  cap¬ 
ture  of  Jim  and  Charlie  had  taken  place. 

He  had  nothing  to  go  by,  as  the  ground  was  so  hard  here 
that  there  were  no  traces  of  any  one  having  been  there  but 
when  he  had  listened  for  a  minute  he  heard  the  unmistakable 

sound  of  voices  from  below.  5  . 

Then  he  simply  crawled  to  the  edge  of  the  ravine  and 

^He^avTk  start,  for  the  sight  that  met  his  gaze  was  cer- 

talStandingP1onIthe  ground  beneath  a  gnarled  tree  were  Jim 
and  Charlie  their  hands  tied  behind  them,  and  the  six  out¬ 
laws  we^e  gathered  around  them  arguing  over  something. 

He  looked  for  a  way  to  get  down  to  the  ravine,  and  soon 

*°VI!  less  than  a  minute  he  had  reached  a  point  that  was 
nearly  on  a  level  with  the  group,  and  less  than  a  hundred 
yards  distant  from  them. 

He  now  saw  that  the  villains  had  decided  to  hang  their 

Pr^rh p ^ mit  1  a ws  seemed  to  have  only  one  lariat  to  spare,  for 
made  a  noose  ’and  placed  it  around  the  neck  of  Cheyenne 
Charlie,  evidently  intending  to  hang  him  first,  and  then  cut 

MThdTnd  of^ the^  larhit  was^hrown  over  a  limb,  and  then 
The  nd  of  th  launch  the  brave  scout  into  eternity 

the  men  made  le  .  alrea(]y  had  his  rifle  leveled,  and 

wow  ui-hUe^abom  the  neck  of  Charlie  it  cracked. 
[  ,  “TVinlv  n  remarkable  shot,  for  the  lariat  was 

ilrwl  a  foot  above  the  scout's  head,  and  the  sudden  re- 
tererea  »»  drop  |„  „  heap  to  the  around. 

<',"t  the  report  two  of  the  men  made  a  dash  for  cover,  am 

as  many 

» s  «•••  •“*"  "Md  °r  nMr,ai,y 


With  smoking  rifle  in  his  hands,  Young  Wild  West 

came  dashing  to  the  spot.  .  4,  ,  .  . . 

Just  in  time,  old  fellow!”  cried  Jim,  with  a  joyful  look 

on  his  pale  face.  ,  .  .  . 

“There  is  no  mistake  about  that,”  answered  W  i Id,  as  lie 
quickly  severed  the  bonds  of  bis  two  friends  with  ins  shnip 
hunting-knife. 

Charlie  had  been  choked  just  enough  to  make  it  difficult  for 
him  to  speak,  but  as  soon  as  he  could  he  exclaimed  tei\entl>  . 

“Thank  you,  Wild.  Anna  came  mighty  near  being  a  widow 
that  time.*  And  look  what  a  disgrace  it  would  have  been 
upon  her — her  husband  hanged  by  a  miserable  gang  of  out¬ 
laws!” 


“Well,  I  don’t  think  any  of  these  four  will  ever  try  to 
hang  anybody  again,”  was  the  reply.  “I  kept  my  nerve  am 
gave  every  one  of  them  a  bullet  in  the  right  spot.  Now  loi 
Hickory  Hipe  and  Dick  Spruce!” 

“They  couldn’t  have  got  very  far,”  said  Jim. 

“I  don’t  know  about  that;  they  were  running  like,  deers 
when  they  struck  cover.  I  must  admit  that  they  moved  al¬ 
together  too  quick  for  me,  for  1  had  hardly  sent  the  bulldt 
that  cut  the  rope  w’hen  they  leaped  away.” 

“How  did  you  come  to  know’ . we  were  here?” 

“I  heard  a  great  cheering.” 

“That  cheering  was  from  those  fellow’s  when  we  w’eie 
marched  into  the  ravine  with  our  hands  tied  behind  our 
backs.” 

Dart  pointed  to  the  four  bodies  on  the  ground  as  he  spoke. 
“Well,  come  on!”  exclaimed  Wild.  “If  we  want  to  find 
the  other  tw’o  wre  had  better  get  at  it.  We  will  come  back 
and  bury  these  carcasses  later.  I  wonder  where  the  horses 
of  the  gang  are?” 

He  pushed  his  way  through  a  clump  of  bushes,  revolver  in 
hand,  and  then  suddenly  saw’  the  horses  grazjng  on  a  big 
patch  of  luxuriant  grass. 

There  wrere  four  of  them  there,  which  told  the  story  that 
in  running  awray  the  two  villains  had  taken  the  other  two.  ^ 
“Hero  are  four  pretty  good  horses  Avith  no  one  to  ride 
them,”  observed  Charlie.  “I  s’pose  w’e  had  better  turn  eiu 
loose.” 

“  Certainly.  ” 

This  wTas  done,  and  then  the  trail  of  the  two  that  had  been 
ridden  off  by  the  escaping  scoundrels  was  found  : 

It  ran  along  to  the  other  end  of  the  ravine  half  a  mile 

away,  and  then  turned  to  the  north. 

“I  <niess  they  have  got  enough  of  us,  said  \oung  Wild 
WTest.^  “They  have  taken  the  back  track,  and  that  speaks 
volumes  in  a  ease  of  this  kind.” 

There  was  no  use  in  follow’ing  the  men  just  then;  they 
had  other  more  important  business  on  hand,  so  they  turned 
and  w’ent  back  to  camp. 

Jack  and  Lively  were  very  much  relieved  when  they  saw 
their  three  companions  returning,  anil  when  they  had  listened 
to  the  story  of  the  narrow  escape  of  Charlie  and  Jim  they 
felt  so  good  at  seeing  them  alive  that  they  gave  them  a  lieaity 

handshake. 

“Jack,  you  aud  Lively  can  take  a  couple  of  shovels  and  go 
over  to  tiie  ravine  and  bury  the  fellow’s  I  wras  compelled  to 
shoot  ”  remarked  Wrild,  a  few  minutes  later.  •  Charlie  Can 
go  with  you,  for  1  guess  he  needs  a  little  exercise  to  get  his 
blood  in  circulation.  His  wind  was  pretty  nearly  shut  off 
when  I  cut  him  down  writh  a  bullet.” 

“That’s  just  what’s  ther  matter,”  laughed  the  scout.  “I 
do  need  a  little  exercise,  so  I  w’ill  pilot  the  boys  to  the  ra¬ 
vine  and  let  them  bury  the  coyotes,  w’hile  1  look  on.” 

The  three  hurried  off  without  the  least  hesitation  to  the 
rather  grewsome  task  assigned  to  them. 

Wild  and  Jim  set  in  to  digging  for  the  gold,  both  feeling 
that  thev  were  not  likely  to  he  disturbed  again. 

About  a  foot  down  they  found  a  slab  of  rock,  and  then 
they  thought  they  had  surely  found  what  they  were  looking 

for. 

But  they  were  disappointed,  for  when  they  had  pried  tin 
slab  up  they  found  nothing  but  plain,  ordinary  dirt. 

“There  is  one  thing  certain,”  said  our  hero,  in  a  hopeful 
tone  “that  slab  was  put  there  for  a  purpose.  1  am  going 
to  dig  down  a  few  feet  farther  If  it  takes  a  week.” 

“That’s  the  way  to  talk!”  exclaimed  his  chum.  “Like  you, 
Lam  of  the  opinion  that  we  have  struck  the  right  place.” 

When  they  had  dug  another  foot  they  came  to  a  big  stone 
which  would  require  considerable  labor  to  remove. 

The  hole  would  have  to  bo  enlarged  so  it  could  be  shifted. 
For  over  half  an  hour  the  two  worked  at  it,  aud  then  ut 
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tb«*y  saw  their  three  companions  coming  back  they  gave  It 
up  fur  u  while.” 

“Tber  villains  are  all  buried,”  said  Cheyenne  Charlie,  “an’ 
1  found  mv  knife  In  ther  belt  of  one  of  ’em.  That  makes 
me  glad  that  I  went  along.” 

“Good!”  answered  Wild.  “Now,  come  here  and  see  what 
you  can  do  in  the  way  of  digging  up  rocks.” 

“What  do  you  want  to  git  that  stone  out  for?"  he  asked, 
ns  lie  peered  into  the  hole.  * 

“Because  I  think  there  is  something  under  it  that  is  worth 
digging  for.” 

“All  right,  then,  but  It  seems  to  me  that  we  might  dig  in 
some  other  place  jest  .as  well.  We  don’t  know  where  ther 
gold  is,  if  there  is  any.” 

“It  is  under  this  stone.  I  am  pretty  sure  of  that.  See 
the  slab  that  we  dug  up  before  we  struck  the  Stone.” 

Charlie  made  an  examination  of  the  stone  slab,  and  then 
nodded.  “That’s  all  right,”  he  said.  “That  looks  as  though 
It  was  cut  to  fit  something.” 

Then  all  hands  begun  digging,  and  under  their  united  efforts 
the  dirt  began  to  fly  with  a  vengeance. 

In  a  few  minutes  the  big  stone  was  taken  out,  and  then 
the  digging  was  comparatively  easy  again. 

They  had  enlarged  the  hole  to  about  the  size  of  an  or¬ 
dinary  grave,  and  when  they  were  about  six  feet  down  they 
found  that  it  was  a  grave. 

They  had  struck  human  bones,  sure  enough. 

“Your  legacy  is  one  of  Gray  Elk’s  ancestors,  I  guess,”  re¬ 
marked  .Tim  Dart,  with  a  laugh. 

The  skeletou,  which  was  surely  that  of  an  Indian,  had 
been  there  a  long  time,  and  when  the  scout  took  hold  of  it 
the  bones  fell  to  pieces. 

While  he  was  scraping  away  with  his  shovel  he  suddenly 
discovered  another  slab  of  stone,  much  smaller  than  the  first 
one  thej-  unearthed. 

It  was  but  the  work  of  a  minute  for  him  to  pry  this  up. 
and  when  he  did  remove  it  he  jumped  bolt  upright,  and  ex¬ 
claimed: 

“Gee  whiz!  Look  there!” 

In  the  bottom  of  the  grave  was  an  earthen  pot  of  ancient 
manufacture  filled  to  the  brim  writh  a  glistening  mass  of 
gold  coins. 


CHAPTER  XI. 

CONCLUSION. 

Charlie  insisted  on  having  the  privilege  of  digging  around 
the  earthen  pot  so  it  could  be  lifted  out. 

When  it  had  been  placed  on  the  surface  of  the  ground, 
all  hands  proceeded  to  make  an  examination  of  it. 

The  coins  were  all  alike— five-dollar  gold  pieces,  bearing  the 
date  of  1855,  with  the  stamp  of  a  California  miuiug  company 
on  them. 

They  had  never  beeu  in  circulation,  as  the  looks  of  them 
plainly  indicated. 

How  the  coins  had  come  to  be  buried  there  in  that  wild 
spot  beneath  the  body  of  an  Indian  warrior  was  a  mystery. 

“Well,  boys,  there  is  no  use  bothering  our  heads  as  to  how 
this  money  got  here,”  said  Wild,  after  a  silence  had  reigned 
for  perhaps  a  minute.  “It  is  here,  and  that  is  the  best  part 
of  It.  Now.  then,  we  will  cover  up  the  bones,  and  then  di¬ 
vide  the  coins  into  five  parts.” 

The  division  then  took  place,  and  each  found  himself  the 
possessor  of  a  modest  little  fortune,  though  in  those  days  in 
the  Black  Hills  such  sums  would  not  have  counted  for  a 
great  lot. 

As  there  was  nothing  to  keep  them  there,  our  friends  de¬ 
cided  to  start  for  Weston  at  once. 

It  did  not  take  them  long  to  pack  up,  and  one  hour  later 
they  left  the  three  peaks  and  the  fallen  tree  and  the  water¬ 
fall  l>ehind  them. 

“I  am  sorry  those  fellows ’interfered  with  us.”  said  Wild, 
as  they  rode  along.  “But  I  suppose  they  couldn’t  help  it. 
It  is  tl.e  nature  of  such  men  as  Hickory  Hipe  and  Dick 
Spruce  to  do  wrong  to  their  fellow-creatures,  aud  as  they 
may  do  more  murdering  and  plunderiug,  the  sooner  they  are 
wij**d  out  the  better  It  will  he.  Boys,  It  runs  in  my  head 
that  we  will  come  across  them  before  we  get  back  to  Weston.” 

They  rode  on  till  darkness  overtook  them,  and  then  after  a 
short  consultation  concluded  to  keep  on  till  they  got  to  the 
place  where  they  had  last  camped  before  reaching  the  three 
peaks. 

Ah  they  reached  t he  spot  au  hour  or  so  later  Cheyeune 
Charlie  caught  the  gleam  of  a  campfire. 

“I  guess  we  have  found  ’em,"  he  said. 


“Halt  aud  dismount,”  remarked  Wild,  in  a  low  ton**. 

He  tied  his  horse  to  a  tree,  and  the  others  followed  null. 

“Now  we  will  see  who  is  camping  there,”  he  said,  coolly. 

They  made  their  way  softly  along  for  a  few  yards  and  then 
reached  a  point  where  they  could  see  the  brightly  burning 
fire. 

Before  It  sat  two  men  smoking  pipes  and  playing  cards 
with  a  time-worn  pack.  % 

Cheyenne  Charlie  raised  his  rifle  to  his  shoulder,  but  dropped 
it  again  instantly. 

The  two  men  were  the  ones  he  was  looking  for,  but  he  did 
not  have  the  heart  to  drop  them  in  cold  blood. 

Motioning  his  friends  to  stay  where  they  were,  he  stepped 
boldly  forward  where  the  outlaws  could  see  him  and  let  out 
a  yell  that  caused  them  to  grab  their  rifles  and  spring  to 
their  feet. 

The  whip-like  report  of  Charlie’s  rifle  rang  out,  and  Dick 
Spruce,  who  was  in  the  act  of  firing  at  him,  fell  to  the  ground 
dead. 

Hickory  Hipe  threw7  down  his  rifle  and  held  up  his  hands. 

“That  won’t  do!”  cried  the  scout,  speaking  in  a  hoarse 
tone  that  was  full  of  meaning.  “You’ve  got  to  fight.  Hickory 
Hipe.  I’ve  heard  you  brag  that  nothing  could  scare  you,  so 
now  you’ve  got  to  fight.  How  will  you  have  it?” 

The  otitlaw7’s  face  was  as  pale  as  death,  and  he  trembled 
slightly  as  he  stepped  forward  and  drew  an  ugly-looking 
knife  from  his  belt. 

“Well,  if  I’ve  got  to  fight.  I’ll  take  my  chance  with  my 
bowie, ”  he  said.  “Ther  game  is  all  played  but  ther  last 
trick,  an’  if  I  take  that  in  I  want  to  be  allowed  to  go.” 

“You  kin  go  if  you  take  ther  trick,”  answered  the  sc°nt> 
with  something  like  a  chuckle.  “Now.  then,  are  yon  ready?  ’ 

The  two  men  stepped  into  the  firelight,  one  each  side  of 
the  body  of  the  dead  gambler. 

Cheyenne  Charlie  w\ns  earnest  and  confident,  and  the  out¬ 
law  was  trembling  and  fearful. 

Without  another  word  the  two  knives  came  together. 

Clash!  Clash!  '  w 

The  sparks  flew  from  the  tempered  steel  like  the  sizzling 
of  dampened  powder,  and  even  Young  Wild  West  became 
spellbound  for  a  moment. 

The  scout  was  more  than  anxious  to  kill  the  scoundrel  he 
was  battling  with,  but  he  did  not  lose  a  bit  of  the  cautiou  he 
possessed.  He  jumped  nimbly  about  and  parried  the  savage 
thrusts  made  at  him  with  the  greatest  of  ease. 

Hickory  Hipe  w7as  growing  desperate.  v, 

He  realized  ttjnt  he  had  no  chance  by  attempting  to/  ‘ 
scientific,  so  he  rushed  in  to  do  or  die. 

And  he  died!  '  J 

Cheyenne  Charlie  fqok  a  quick  step  to  the  right:  his  glisten¬ 
ing  blade  was  raised, \i  dull  thud,  aud  the  heart  of  the  out¬ 
law  was  severed  in  twain! 

“Let  the  carrion  lay  where  it  is,”  the  scout  remarked,  as 
he  wiped  his  knife  on  the  shirt  of  the  dead  gambler  and 
walked  to  where  his  friends  were  standing.  “I  have  had  my 
revenge,  and  I  am  satisfied.” 

“We  will  bury  them,”  said  Wild.  “You  ueed  not  help, 
though.  Jack,  how  about  it?” 

“With  ther  greatest  of  pleasure.”  was  the  reply.  “I’d  like 
to  be  able  to  bury  all  such  miserable  scoundrels  as  them  two 
was.” 

The  campfire  was  all  lighted  for  them,  so  after  the  bodies 
had  been  covered  up.  they  washed  the  dust  of  their  journey 
from  themselves  and  prepared  a  late  supper. 

The  next  morning  they  got  up  aud  resumed  their  way  to 
Weston. 

No  one  interfered  with  them  after  that  during  the  trip, 
and  in  due  time  they  reached  home. 

“Well.”  said  pretty  Arietta  Murdock,  when  she  had  listened 
to  Wild’s  story  of  the  adventure  that  befell  them  on  their 
trip  to  the  three  peaks  and  back.  “I  suppose  you  will  settle 
down  for  good  now,  won’t  you?” 

“I  can’t  promise  you  that,  little  one.”  was  the  laughing  re¬ 
ply.  “There  is  a  whole  lot  for  me  to  do  in  this  world  vet.  I 
think.” 

Aud  so  there  was,  as  will  be  told  later. 

Next  week’s  Issue  will  contain  “YOUNG  WILD  WEST 
MISSING;  OR.  SAVED  BY  AN  INDIAN  PRINCESS.” 
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CURRENT  NEWS 


One  Topeka.  Kan.,  cat  had  an  expensive  dinner  recently. 
In  the  window  of  Rosser  Brothers'  pharmacy  the  store  cat 
i.i-Anered  a  display  of  goldfish.  They  tempted  her.  She 
fell.  Kite  at  night  she  was  seen  calmly  sitting  bv  the  side 
of  t  .10  water  tank  pulling  out  a  fish  and  eating  it  with 
much  enjoyment. 


Miss  Marion  B.  Towne,  representative  from  Jackson 
Countv ,  in  t lie  Oregon  House,  succeeded  in  obtaining  pas¬ 
sage  of  one  of  the  first  bills  to  be  acted  upon  at  the  pres¬ 
ent  session  of  the  Legislature.  Supporting  a  bill  which 
oedect  to  the  Federal  government  exclusive  jurisdiction 
over  the  Crater  Lake  National  Park,  Miss  Towne  made  a 
speech  in  explanation  of  the  measure.  It  was  put  to  a  vote 
and  passed  immediately. 


Karl  Konig,  IS  years  old,  a  gymnast,  is  in  the  Mount 
^  ernon  Hospital  with  a  broken  neck  as  the  result  of  a 
two-foot  fall  on  the  stage  at  Proctor’s  Theater  in  Mount 
Vernon,  ne  had  just  made  a  double  somersault  and  was 
sliding  down  the  back  of  another  acrobat  when  he  slipped 
and  fell  with  his  head  twisted  beneath  his  body.  Dr. 
Erdmann  of  Manhattan  performed  an  operation,  relieving 
pressure  of  broken  bones  on  the  spinal  cord. 


Dr.  Thomas  D.  Bailey,  a  dentist,  twenty-eight  years 
old,  was  found  dead  in  the  operating  chair  in  his  office. 
No.  463  Bloomfield  avenue,  Montclair,  N.  J.  About  his 
head  was  the  facepiece  of  the  apparatus  used  for  the  in¬ 
halation  of  gas.  Friends  of  Dr.  Bailey  say  he  died  while 
testing  a  new  tank  of  gas,  as  was  his  custom  before  treat¬ 
ing  a  patient.  He  had  heart  trouble.  County  Physician 
Simmons  is  of  the  opinion  that  he  committed  suicide. 


Unless  some  plan  can  be  devised  within  a  month  wberebv 
the  skins  and  oil  of  the  hair  seal  can  be  utilized  by  the 
British  government  for  war  supplies,  there  is  a  strong 
possibility  that  the  seal  hunt,  which  has  been  an  impor¬ 
tant  factor  in  the  commerce  of  Newfoundland  for  many 
years,  will  be  abandoned  for  the  coming  season.  Because  of 
industrial  depression  and  the  war,  none  of  last  year’s  catch 
of  233,000  has  been  disposed  of,  and  about  half  of  the 
great  catch  of  372,000  tkins  of  1913  remains  in  the  hands 
of  brokers  in  London  and  New  York, 


John  Williams,  a  rancher,  residing  between  Sommerset 
and  middle  fork  of  the  Cosumnes  River,  Placerville,  Cal., 
miraculously  escaped  death  during  the  recent  storm  when 
a  large  tree  blew  over  onto  the  roof  of  his  house,  crashing 
through  and  demolishing  the  interior.  Williams  was 
a Jr-rp  in  bed  at  the  time  and  was  unable  to  escape  with 
the  brief  warning  he  was  given.  Limbs  of  the  tree  and 
hea v v  timbers  from  the  roof  securely  pinned  him  down 
ai  d  !  -A3,  not  until  -‘everal  hours  later  that  neighbors  ex¬ 
tricated  him  from  the  position.  Aside  from  a  few  bruises, 
a*  reported,  ho  would  suffer  no  permanent  injuries. 


In  order  that  he  may  escape  the  fate  of  his  fellow- 
workman,  lurko  Tenchook,  who  was  run  down  by  an  auto 
and  badly  injured,  Carl  Bergstrom,  switchman  for  the  Du- 
mth  Street  Railway  Company  at  Garfield  avenue  and  Su¬ 
perior  street,  has  adopted  unusual  “safety  first”  measures. 
Each  night  he  is  on  duty  he  has  dangling  from  the  tail 
of  his  c-oat  a  lantern  with  a  red  globe,  the  world-wide  sig¬ 
nal  of  danger.  He  has  had  many  narrow  escapes,  for  at 
this  point  there  pass  scores  of  autos  containing  joy  riders 
t°  and  from  Superior  street.  An  auto,  driven  by  a  man 
who  was  clearly  under  the  influence  of  liquor,  came  so 
close  and  quickly  that  it  broke  the  broom  with  which 
Bergstrom  was  sweeping  the  snow  out  of  the  frog  of  the 
tracks.  That  settled  it,  and  now,  nightly,  autoists  and 
pedestrians  may  see  as  the}’  approach  the  corner  a  red 
light  moving  about  like  a  blushing  will  o’  the  wisp. 

The  wife  of  a  well-known  New  York  physician  has  had 
an  ambition.  She  has  cut  out  every  clipping  she  can  find 
telling  of  persons  finding  beautiful  pearls  in  raw  oysters 
served  at  restaurants  and  hotels,  and  whenever  she  has 
dined  out  she  has  apologized  for  ordering  oysters  on  the 
ground  that  it  was  worth  giving  a  forty-eent  order  on  the 
chance  of  finding  a  one-lmndred-dollar  pearl.  The  hus¬ 
band  had  a  splendid  idea.  He  was  dining  with  her  at  the 
Astor  and  he  slipped  around  to  the  hotel  in  the  after¬ 
noon.  A  waiter  received  a  liberal  tip  and  a  pretty,  lus-r 
trous  pearl,  with  the  order  to  put  it  in  one  of  the  oysters 
he  would  serve.  The  dish  was  served,  the  lady  spoke  as 
usual  of  her  hopes  and  swallowed  the  bivalve.  The  doctor 
watched  with  eager  'gaze,  but  nothing  happened.  A  very 
much  exasperated  physician-  told  a  friend  about  it  in  the 
lobby  of  the  hotel  half  an  hour  later.  “Confound  it  all,” 
he  exclaimed,  “that  was  the  first  time  in  her  life  that  she 
failed  to  chew  the  oyster.  Do  you  think  I  had  better  tell 
her?” 


Fourteen  years  ago,  while  Robert  Shannon,  owner  of 
Coats  Springs,  a  summer  resort  nine  miles  west  of  Peters¬ 
burg,  Ind.,  was  cutting  the  high  grass  about  the  lake  he 
accidentally  cut  off  one  of  the  legs  of  a  big  bullfrog.  He 
picked  the  frog  up  and  threw  it  back  into  the  lake.  Seven 
years  later  the  lake  was  drained  and  in  the  bottom  hid 
away  in  the  moss  he  again  found  the  frog  with  the  stub 
leg.  Recently  when  he,  was  digging  in  the  sawdust  in  an 
old  icehouse,  back  of  the  lake  dam,  he  again  found  the 
frog,  which  had  buried  itself  in  the  sawdust  to  hibernate 
during  the  winter.  Elijah  Shouse  was  crossing  a  stubble- 
field  on  his  farm,  three  miles  north  of  Petersburg,  when 
he  saw  grasshoppers  hopping  about  the  stubbles.  Not  hav¬ 
ing  any  witnesses  present  to  testify  to  his  sobriety  he  re¬ 
turned  to  his  home,  where  he  obtained  a  quart  bottle,  and 
again  going  into  the  field  he  captured  fifteen  grasshoppers, 
full-grown,  that  measured  an  inch  long.  Where  the  hop¬ 
pers  came  from  is  a  mystery,  as  the  snow  has  been  off  the 
ground  only  a  few  days. 
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The  Fate  of  Philip  Funk 

• - OR - 

LEFT  IN  THE  LAND  OF  FIRE 


By  “PAWNEE  JACK” 

(A  SERIAL  STORY) 


CHAPTER  V  (continued) 

“They  see  us  now!'’  exclaimed  the  cook  just  then. 

“That’s  right,”  said  George.  “They  have  just  caught 
sight  of  us,  but  I  know  a  trick  which  will  fix  it  all.” 

“You  have  been  here  before?”  asked  Tom. 

“At  this  very  place,  as  it  happens.” 

As  George  spoke  he  gave  the  boat  a  turn  which  sent  it 
toward  a  low  island  lying  oil  a  point  of  land  projecting 
out  from  the  bluff. 

Once  they  were  in  between  the  island  and  the  point  they 
were  so  deeply  in  the  shadows  that  they  could  no  longer 
be  seen  from  the  fires,  and  the  direction  they  had  taken 
was  such  that  the  dwarfs  would  naturally  think  the\ 
meant  to  round  the  island  and  go  back  to  the  ship. 

“They  have  given  us  up.  They  are  not  paying  attention 
to  us  any  more,”  said  George,  “and  I  don’t  think  they 
intend  to  go  out  to  the  ship  again  before  daylight,  so 
nov  is  our  chance  to  rescue  Mr.  Topham,  if  we  are  going 
to  do  it  at  all.” 

“If  he  is  alive,”  said  Tom. 

“Yes,  and  that’s  a  big  if,  boy,  and  don’t  you  forget  it.” 

“Mcbbe  dey  cook  him  and  eat  him  ’fore  dis  time’”  sug¬ 
gested  Jeff. 

“There’s  a  big  chance  of  it,”  said  George. 

“Dat’s  wha’  I  tink,”  continued  the  cook.  “Massa  Top- 
ham  him  have  a  lot  to  say,  and  what  him  say  h ain’t  alius 
pleasant,  not  by  no  means.  If  him  done  gone  get  on  one 
ob  his  tantrums  wiv  dose  Scrugians,  or  whatebber  yo’  calls 
’em,  den  dey  most  likely  began  to  sass  back,  and  den  dere’s 
a  monkey  an’  a  parrot  time.  Yah,  yah,  yah  1”  , 

“You  don’t  seem  to  be  particularly  stuck  on  Mr.  Top- 
ham.  Jeff,”  said  Tom. 

“Now,  dat’s  jes’  wha’  I  hain’t.  I  tell  you  dat  man’s  a 
hidden  rascal,  dat’s  wha’  he  is,  an’  you  needn’t  tink  it’s 
on  his  account  dat  I  am  heah  in  dis  boat  now.  No,  sah ! 
It’s  on  account  ob  yo’,  Massa  George,  an’  yo’,  voung  Tom. 
I  likes  yer  both,  an’  I  knowed  blamed  well  dat  none  ob 
dem  oder  fellahs  would  ever  go  wiv  yo’  in  de  wide  worl’, 
ftp  says  I  to  myself,  ‘I  won’t  hab  ’em  go  alone  nohow,’ 
an-  so - ” 

i  “Ntop  your  chatter  a  minute,  Jeff,”  said  George.  “Look 
up  there  on  the  bluff  and  tell  me  what  you  see!” 

*■  “Golly!  It’s  de  mate!”  Jeff  exclaimed. 

,  It  was  surely  Mr.  Topham. 

I  For  one  minute  the  man  had  appeared  at  the  edge  of 
bluff,  and  looked  down  at  them,  instantly  vanishing 
ie  he  had  done 


He  did  not  seem  to  see  the  boat;  at  least,  he  did  not 
wave  his  hand  down  to  it  nor  did  he  show  himself  again. 

“Just  the  way  Philip  Funk  acted,”  exclaimed  George. 
“This  is  strange.” 

“At  all  events,  he  is  there,”  said  Tom,  throwing  all  his 
strength  into  the  pulling.  “He  seems  to  be  alone,  too.  I 
saw  no  dwarfs.” 

“We  shall  soon  know,”  said  George,  turning  into  the 
little  cove  under  the  bluff.  “Don’t  be  too  sure  now  that 
we  are  not  going  to  get  into  trouble.  Jeff,  will  you  stay 
by  the  beat  while  Tom  and  I  go  up?” 

“’Deed,  I  won’t!”  declared  Jeff.  “Jes’  so  suah  as  my 
name  am  Jefferson  Jackson  Monroe,  I’m  er-gwine  wherever 
yo  go. 

George  said  no  more,  but  proceeded  to  make  his  land¬ 
ing  on  the  broad,  sandy  beach,  upon  which  they  pulled 
the  boat  up  far  enough  to  make  it  perfectly  secure. 

There  was  a  well-defined  path  up  the  bank,  which  was 
by  no  means  steep. 

“Get  your  gun  ready,  Tom,”  said  George.  “Keep  still, 
now.  Jeff,  do  you  want  a  revolver?  I’ve  got  a  spare  one 
here.” 

“No,”  said  Jeff.  “I  kin  do  better  wiv  dis  carvin’  knife. 
I’ll  chop  dem  dwarfs’  heads  right  off  like  I  would  a 
chicken’s  ef  dey  come  a-mussin’  around  me.” 

So  it  was  George  and  Tom  with  their  revolvers,  and 
Jeff,  with  his  cutlass,  bringing  up  the  rear,  who  went 
creeping  stealthily  up  the  bluff. 

Motioning  to  Tom  to  hold  back,  George  thrust  his  head 
over  the  edge  of  the  bluff. 

“He’s  right  there,”  he  whispered.  “They  have  got  him 
tied  to  a  stone.  They  are  getting  ready  to  build  a  fire 
around  him.  Boys,  we  are  just  in  time.” 

“Say  the  word !”  answered  Tom. 

“Dat’s  right.  Say  when,  an’  off  goes  deir  heads!” 
added  Jeff. 

“Now !  Make  a  rush  for  them !”  cried  George,  and  up 
over  the  bank  they  went,  to  attack  a  party  of  at  least  ten 
of  the  terrible  Fuegian  dwarfs. 

Right  back  from  the  edge  of  the  bluff  was  a  sort  of 
wide  stone  pillar,  a  natural  formation,  no  doubt,  although 
it  looked  as  though  it  had  been  made  by  human  hands. 

To  this  the  dwarfs  had  tied  Mr.  Topham  with  some  of 
their  grass  rope,  and  they  were  now  in  the  very  act  of  pil¬ 
ing  up  dry  driftwood  around  the  unfortunate  man. 

They  set  up  a  terrific  yell  upon  catching  sight  of  the 
boys,  and  began  throwing  their  spears. 
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This  did  not  deter  the  reining  partv  a  bit,  as  tliev  were 

not  hit 

G^n:e  and  Tom  began  firing  offhand,  while  Jeff  dashed 
in  with  his  cutlass,  striking  out  right  and  left. 

"Oh,  thank  heaven,  you  have  come,  boys  !”  cried  Mr. 
Top  ham.  "Save  rae !  Save  me.  and  T'll  never  forget  vou  ! 
"\ou  know  what  it  all  means,  George!  Remember  the  fate 
of  Philip  Funk.** 

"That’s  what  we  are  here  for,  boss !"  cried  George,  hang¬ 
ing  away. 

Three  of  the  Fuegians  were  disposed  of  by  bullets. 

Jeff  got  away  with  two  in  short  order,  and  the  others 
took  to  their  heels  and  ran  along  like  a  flock  of  sheep. 

Tom  jumped  in  and  cut  Mr.  Topham  free. 

"Heaven  bless  you,  boys!”  cried  the  mate.  "I  shall 
never  forget  this— never.  Lot  us  get  to  the  boat  just  as 
quick  as  ever  we  can.” 

The}  ran  down  the  steep  path,  and  gained  the  beach. 

Mr.  Topham  jumped  in  the  boat  and  took  up  the  oars 
in  readiness  when  they  pushed  off. 

“Bv  Jove!  George— George !”  he  cried  excitedly,  just 
as  George  was  about  to  follow  him  in.  "Those  papers! 
You  know*,  Philip  hunk!  I  took  them  away  from  the 
old  man.  He  was  so  drunk  I  was  afraid  he  would  lose 
'em.  They  must  have  slipped  out  of  my  pocket  up  there 
when  they  were  tying  me  to  that  stone.” 

"They  must  be  had,”  said  George  emphatically. 

"Will  you  go  and  get  them  or  shall  I  ?”  Mr.  Topham 
asked. 

‘Til  go,*’  said  George.  "You  stay  by  the  boat.” 

"Go  on,  Tom,  and  you,  too,  Jeff.  Don’t  let  him  go 
alone!”  the  mate  exclaimed. 

They  were  all  accustomed  to  obeying  Mr.  Topham,  and 
they  did  it  now. 

There  was  no  sign  of  the  dwarfs  on  the  bluff,  nor  of 
the  papers,  either. 

"What  in  thunder !”  cried  George.  "They  don't  seem  to 
be  here.” 

At  the  same  instant  Tom's  sharp  ears  caught  the  sound 

of  oars. 

He  sprang  to  the  edge  of  the  bluff  and  looked  over. 

It  seemed  as  if  his  very  breath  would  stop,  so  great  was 
his  excitement  over  what  he  saw. 

"Oh,  George!”  he  ga>ped. 

"Treachery!  I  might  have  known,”  cried  George,  rush¬ 
ing  with  Jeff  to  the  edge  of  the  bluff. 

Treachery!  Yes,  it  was  treachery  of  the  blackest  kind. 

There  was  Mate  Topham  seated  calmly  in  the  boat, 
polling  with  all  his  might  away  from  the  shore. 

"Never  mind,  Georgey!”  he  called.  "I’ve  found  the 
papers.  Sorrv  to  have  troubled  you.  Bye,  bye !” 


CHAPTER  VI. 

LEFT  IN*  THE  LAND  OF  FIRE. 

ri  •  the  way  Tom  Hall  came  to  be  loft  in  the  Land 

Kir*'. 

A  more  utter!}  treacherous,  dastardly  deed  was  never 


perpetrated  in  nil  the  wide  world  than  what  Mntc  Joel 
Topham  did  that  night. 

M  hen  they  discovered  him,  George,  in  his  rage,  fired 
twice  at  the  man.  but  he  was  far  beyond  revolver  range, 
while  Jeff  gave  him  such  a  tirade  of  a  tongue  lashing  as 
we  <*011111  not  begin  to  repeat. 

"It’s  all  right,  boys!  All  right!”  bawled  the  mate. 
"George  will  tell  you  the  why  and  the  wherefore  of  it. 
Three  less  to  divide  with,  George!  There’ll  be  others 
dropped  out,  too!” 

“May  it  prove  a  curse  to  you!”  yelled  George.  “May 
you  and  Captain  Bowers  find  a  curse  in  every  dollar  of  it ! 
May  the  gold  burn  holes  in  your  flesh  when  you  touch  it! 
May  it  burn  deep  into  your  treacherous  heart,  Joel  Top¬ 
ham,  for  what  you  have  done  to  me  to-night,  after  I  risked 
my  life  to  save  yours,” 

"Amen!  Amen!”  cried  Jeff,  and  then  he  broke  out 
with  oaths  on  his  own  account. 

At  all  of  which  Mate  Topham  only  laughed  and  put  his 
finger  to  his  nose,  and  then  lie  rowed  steadily  away. 

A  moment  later  the  boat  passed  around  the  promontory 
and  was  not  sqen  again  until  it  had  almost  reached  the 
ship. 

George  flung  himself  down  upon  the  ground,  and  just 
lay  there  like  one  dead,  while  Jeff  still  kept  up  his  end¬ 
less  stream  of  talk. 

Through  it  all  Tom  remained  silent. 

What  was  the  use  in  all  this  .noise  and  clatter,  and  be¬ 
sides  one  had  to  be  on  the  lookout  for  the  Fuegians,  who 
might  swoop  down  upon  them  at  any  minute. 

Tom,  anxious  to  know  how*  all  this  was,  hurried  to  the 
top  of  a.  little  knoll  where  he  could  obtain  a  better  view 
along  the  bluff. 

It  proved  to  be  a  wise  move. 

He  saw  at  a  glance  a  large  party  of  Fuegians  coming 
along  the  bluff. 

Of  those  in  advance  each  man  carried  a  lighted  torch, 
and  waved  it  as  he  ran  on  before  the  crowd. 

They  were  too  far  off  to  enable  Tom  to  hear  the  wild 
cries  which  the  torchbearers  were  evidently  giving. 

A  more  horribly  repulsive  group  than  these  queer  little 
black  creatures  dimly  seen  under  the  shining  stars  it 
would  be  hard  to  imagine. 

Tom  ran  down  off  the  knoll  as  fast  as  he  could  go. 

“George!  George!  You  must  brace  up!”  he  shouted. 
"Here  come  the  dwarfs  a  hundred  strong.” 

But  in  spite  of  this  startling  announcement,  Geor<m 
never  raised  his  head  or  paid  the  slightest  attention  to  his 
cries. 

"Jeff,  what  shall  we  do?”  exclaimed  Tom.  "Has  lie 
fainted  or  dropped  dead,  or  what?” 

"Waal,  boy,  T  tink  he5s  scared  like,”  replied  Jeff.  “Not 
dat  George  is  anything  ob  a  coward ;  we  know  dat  ’ar 
hain’t  so,  but  it’s  de  horror  ob  dat  oder  feller’s  fate  what 
is  upon  him.  He  keep  a-sayin’ - ” 

But  here  George  seemed  to  take  the  words  out  of  his 
mouth  by  answering: 

"Oh,  what  a  fate!  Oh,  what  a  horrible  fate!  Oh  the 
fate  of  Philip  Funk!” 

(To  bo  continued) 
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ITEMS  OF  INTEREST 


GOATS  AS  FIREFIGHTERS. 

Give  a  goat  a  chance  and  he  makes  a  first-class  fire¬ 
fighter.  In  recognition  of  his  efficiency  the  Untied  States 
Forest  Service  announces  that  the  Secretary  of  Agriculture 
has  just  authorized  the  free  grazing  of  4,000  goats  in  the 
national  reserves  of  California,  together  with  a  bonus  to 
their  owners  for  'handling  them.  Cutting  wide  trails 
known  as  firebreaks,  across  which  brush  fires  cannot  jump, 
is  a  standard  method  of  fire  prevention.  The  trouble  is 
that  each  year  there  recurs  at  heavy  cost  the  problem  of 
cleaning  out  the  trails.  Turn  loose  a  herd  of  hungry 
goats — and  a  gnat  is  always  hungry — and  they  soon  will 
crop  the  undergrowth  short  and  clean. 

A  LIFE-SAVING  WAISTCOAT.  v 

Men  who  were  saved  from  the  ‘‘Formidable”  which,  it 
will  be  remembered,  was  torpedoed  in  the  English  Chan¬ 
nel,  speak  favorably  of  a  life-saving  garment,  known  as 
the  Gieve  Waistcoat,  which  can  be  worn  underneath  the 
coat  and  is  inflated  by  means  of  a  tube.  Similar  in  pur¬ 
pose.  but  constructed  on  another  principle,  is  the  Boddy 
life-saving  waistcoat,  which  is  said  to  have  been  adopted 
by  the  British  admiralty.  It  is  stuffed  with  Kapok,  a 
substance  five  times  as  buoyant  as  cork.  Eighteen  ounces 
of  Kapok  are  worked  into  each  waistcoat.  Because  of  the 
extreme  fineness  of  the  fibers  the  air  is  retained;  more¬ 
over,  there  is  a  slight  greasiness  which  prevents  the  mate¬ 
rial  from  absorbing  water.  Kapok  is  obtained  from  the 
pod  of  a  tree  grown  in  Java. 


TRAIN  GOES  IN  ABYSS. 

A  railroad  accident  in  Mexico,  in  January,  in  which  600 
lives  were  lost,  is  reported  in  a  letter  received  by  the 
American  Board  of  Foreign  Missions  (Boston)  from  Man¬ 
zanillo. 

The  writer  was  Mrs.  John  Howland,  who,  with  her 
husband  and  Louis  B.  Fritts,  was  then  escaping  from  the 
Guadalajara  mission  station.  They  were  trying  to  go  to 
California,  but  when  they  reached  Manzanillo  their  steamer 
had  sailed.  They  left  Guadalajara  on  the  first  train  after 
the  accident. 

The  letter  was  dated  Feb.  14.  According  to  the  writer, 
after  the  Carranza  troops  captured  Guadalajara  Jan.  18, 
the  governor  ordered  that  their  families  be  brought  up 
from  Colima  on  a  special  train. 

“There  were  more  than  twenty  cars,”  the  letter  con¬ 
tinues,  “simply  parked  with  humanity,  the  roofs  covered 
with  men  and  women  and  many  slung  under  the  cars  in 
a  most  perilous  position  even  for  ordinary  travel. 

“At  the  top  of  the  steepest  grade,  coming  down,  the  en¬ 
gineer  lost  control,  the  cars  rushed  down  the  long  incline, 
throwing  off  human  freight  on  both  sides  and  finally 
plunging  into  an  abyss. 

“Nine  hundred  people  were  on  the  train  and  only  six 
were  unhurt.  More  than  600  were  killed  outright.” 


EMDEN  MEN  STILL  RAIDING? 

The  Japanese  steamer  Luzon  Mara,  which  hails  from 
Moji,  reports  that  the  schooner  Aysha  is  still  active  in  the 
Indian  Ocean.  The  crew  of  the  Aysha  feign  to  be  ship¬ 
wrecked,  attempting  by  this  means  to  entrap  steamers 
flying  the  flags  of  Great  Britain  and  her  allies. 

There  have  been  several  conflicting  reports  regarding 
the  schooner  Aysha.  "When  the  German  cruiser  Emden 
was  sunk  by  the  Australian  cruiser  Sydnev  in  the  Indian 
Ocean  on  Nov.  10,  some  forty  members  of  the  crew  of 
the  Emden,  under  command  of  Lieut,  von  Muecke,  es¬ 
caped.  These  men  were  members  of  a  landing  party  which 
was  on  Cocos  Island  at  the  time  of  the  battle.  They  com¬ 
mandeered  the  Aysha  and  sailed  away.  From  that  time 
their  movements  are  in  doubt. 

A  Manila  report  stated  that  the  crew  of  the  Aysha  had 
captured  a  collier  on  which  they  mounted  two  Maxim 
guns,  presumably  brought  from  the  Emden,  and  had  been 
making  raids  on  commerce.  On  Dec.  18  the  French  Minis¬ 
try  of  Marine  announced  that  the  auxiliary  cruiser  Em¬ 
press  of  Japan  had  captured  the  collier,  with  the  men  on 
board.  A  Berlin  dispatch  on  Feb.  5,  however,  said  that 
the  Aysha  had  reached  Hodeida,  Arabia,  where  the  mem¬ 
bers  of  the  crew  met  with  an  enthusiastic  reception  from 
the  Turkish  troops. 


FAMOUS  WAR  HORSES. 

No  man  has  a  greater  regard  and  love  for  his  horse 
than  Lord  Kitchener,  and  when  his  equestrian  statue  wo? 
being  erected  in  Calcutta,  he  told  the  sculptor  that  it  was 
not  necessary  for  him  to  worry  so  much  about  the  like¬ 
ness  of  himself  as  to  be  quite  sure  that  he  did  full  justice 
to  “Democrat,”  his  favorite  charger,  says  Tit-Bits. 

At  the  Royal  United  Service  Institute  are  to  he  seen  the 
remains  of  Napoleon’s  famous  white  stallion,  “Marengo." 
while  the  following  inscription  marks  the  grave  at  Strat- 
fieldsay  of  Wellington’s  famous  charger,  “Copenhagen," 
which  died  in  1835,  at  the  ripe  old  age  of  twenty-seven. 
This  charger  was  buried  with  military  honors. 

“Copenhagen,”  it  might  he  mentioned,  was  the  grandson 
of  the  mighty  “Eclipse,”  and  Wellington  paid  £400  for 
him.  His  powers  of  endurance  were  marvelous.  “1  rode 
him,”  said  Wellington,  “at  the  battle  of  Waterloo  from  four 
in  the  morning  until  midnight.  If  he  fed,  it  was  in  the 
standing  corn,  and  as  I  sat  in  the  saddle.” 

Another  of  Napoleon’s  war  steeds  was  “Jaffa,”  buried  at 
Glastonbury;  while  the  last  home  used  by  the  Little  Cor¬ 
sican  was  purchased  at  St.  Helena.  He  was  a  small  bav 
called  “King  George,”  but  was  afterward  named  bv  the 
Emperor  “Scheik.”  Lord  Cardigan’s  “Ronald,"  which 
he  rode  in  the  Balaklava  charge,  is  ono  of  the  most  famous 
horses  in  history;  while  the  most  famous  horse  in  the 
American  Civil  War  was  General  Robert  E.  Lee's  charger. 
“Traveler,”  which  died  in  1872,  the  skeleton  of  which  is 
still  to  be  seen  at  Lexington,  Virginia. 
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DICKERING  DICK 

- OR - 

THE  LUCKY  BOY  TRADER 


By  DICK  ELLISON 

(A  SERIAL  STORY) 


CHAPTER  XXI  (continued) 

f  „The  director  was  astonished  at  the  boy’s  shrewdness. 

He  expected  to  get  the  best  of  him,  for  he  was  a  man  of 
I  great  business  experience,  and  had  many  thousands  of  dol¬ 
lars  invested  in. the  mill  business. 

He  offered  to  take  the  entire  property  for  seven  hundred 
and  fifty  dollars  for  each  house  and  lot. 

*;01i,  thunder !”  said  Dick. 

Oh,  you  would  be  making  a  good  profit  at  that,  for 
you  only  gave  seventy  dollars  an  acre  for  the  land.” 

-That  is  all  right,  but  it  is  not  what  the  land  was 
worth  m  the  woods,  but  what  it  is  worth  with  sixty  houses 
on  it.  I  don  t  care  to  sell  on  a  basis  of  what  the  land  cost 
us,  but  v  hat  it  is  worth  to-day.  There  is  plenty  of  vacant 
land  further  out  where  you  could  buy  and  build,  but  you 
.  could  not  get  an  acre  of  it  for  less  than  a  hundred  and 
(  fifty  dollais  to-da}.t  It  has  advanced  in  price,  because 
of  the  presence  of  the  mjfill.  When  we  bought  it,  the  mill 
^  was  not  thought  of,  except  by  very  few  people.” 

The  director  concluded  to  investigate  the  matter. 

Dick  had  suspected  that  such  was  his  design,  but  he  had 
shrewdly  seen  the  owners  of  the  outlying  land,  and  pro¬ 
cured  verbal  options  on  it  at  one  hundred  and  fifty  dollars 
an  acre. 

The  director  never  found  that  out,  but  he  saw  that 
young  Doubledav  was  right. 

He  reported  to  a  meeting  of  the  directors,  and  thev 
toted  to  leave  the  matter  to  his  discretion. 

When  he  saw  Dick  again,  the  latter  asked  a  thousand 
dollars  a  lot  as  a  bluff. 

In  turn  he  tried  to  bluff  Dick  with  an  offer  of  nine 
hundred  dollars  a  lot. 

To  his  astonishment,  Dick  snapped  him  up;  so  the  trade 

was  made. 

There  were  sixty  lots,  leaving  TIrs.  Doubleday  about 
twenty  thousand  dollars  to  the  good.  ' 

Every  business  man  in  Danbury  opened  his  eyes  with 
amazement  when  he  heard  of  the  sale,  and  Dick  and  his 
mother  received  congratulations  from  all  sides. 

Dick  immediately  bought  land  beyond  the  mill  settle¬ 
ment,  pa  mg  a  great  deal  less  per  acre  than  the  option 
,  jjf  Pad  got  on  the  property,  for  when  the  owners  of  the 
land  found  that  the  mill  people,  instead  of  buying  and 
building,  had  -imply  bought  the  Doubleday  property,  they 
giad  to  get  n  hundred  dollars  an  acre,  where  they 
Jifcd  L.-'-n  led  to  believe  that  they  might  get  a  hundred  and 
i  rvymc  o.  them  had  begun  to  be  dissatisfied,  and 


claimed  that  Dickering  Dick  had  deceived  them  by  lead¬ 
ing  them  to  believe  that  they  might  get  a  hundred  and 
fifty  dollars  an  acre. 

When  the  mill  people  heard  of  it,  they  kicked  them¬ 
selves  for  being  outgeneraled  by  the  boy  trader,  but  it  was 
too  late.  The  trade  had  been  made  and  the  money  paid. 

One  day  he  found  a  real  estate  agent  eager  to  buy  a 
twenty-acre  tract  from  him,  a  portion  of  it  fronting  the 
railroad,  but  he  couldn’t  get  an  offer  out  of  him,  nor  would 
he  make  one  himself. 

The  pcit inac it)  with  which  the  agent  kept  after  him 
convinced  him  that  lie  was  representing  another  mill  com¬ 
pany  from  elsewhere,  and  for  more  than  a  month  he  stood 
him  off. 

At  last  he  undertook  to  bluff  him  by  asking  five  hun¬ 
dred  dollars  an  acre  for  the  tract  of  twenty  acres. 

To  his  astonishment,  the  agent  promptly  took  liim  up. 

W  hen  the  papers  were  made  out  and  the  money  paid, 
DicK  delibeiateh  backed  up  to  the  agent  and  requested 
him  to  kick  him. 

“Why  do  you  wish  to  be  kicked?”  the  agent  asked. 

Never  mind  that.  Just  give  me  oue  of  your  best,” 

The  agent  gave  him  the  kick  and  raised  him  about  two 
feet  off  the  floor. 

Thank  }ou,  said  Dick,  ‘That  is  the  last  one  I  shall 
get,'  and  he  gave  no  further  explanation. 


CHAPTER  XXII. 
dick's  gratitude  to  old  untcle  jack. 

The  real  estate  agent  could  not  understand  why  Dick 
wanted  him  to  kick  him. 

He  had  received  instructions  from  a  mill  man  to  buv 
that  tract  of  land  if  it  cost  ten  thousand  dollars. 

By  this  time,  Dick  had  the  reputation  of  being  some¬ 
thing  of  a  philosopher. 

T  he  president  of  the  Danbury  bank  said  that  he  was  not 
only  a  philosopher,  but  one  of  the  shrewdest  traders  in  the 
whole  range  of  his  acquaintance,  and  that  by  the  time  he 
was  old  enough  to  vote  he  would  probably  be  the  richest 
man  in  town. 

One  day  old  Uncle  Jack  was  reported  as  being  quite  ill. 

Dick  went  to  see  him. 

“What’s  the  matter  with  you,  Uncle  Jack?”  he  inquired. 
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"  That's  what  I  would  like  to  know,”  said  the  old  fellow. 
‘“1  am  feeling  badly.” 

“Why  don't  you  send  for  a  doctor ?” 

”1  did,  my  boy,  and  he  says  that  1  am  in  for  a  hard 
fight,  and  that  l  ought  to  have  a  trained  nurse  to  attend 
to  me.  I  am  here  in  this  little  house  all  alone,  you  know.  ’ 

“Well,  1  guess  the  doctor  is  right,  Uncle  Jack.” 

“It  may  he  so,  but  what  little  money  I  have  got  saved 
up  would  all  be  gone  in  a  month,  and  then  I  would  have 
to  be  planted  in  the  Potter’s  Field.” 

“Not  as  long  as  I  have  a  dollar.  Uncle  Jack.  Don’t  you 
touch  your  little  pile  at  all.  I  will  pay  the  doctor’s  bill 
and  see  that  somebody  stays  here  to  attend  to  you.” 

“Look  here,  Dick,  my  boy,  I  guess  that  I  am  able  to 
care  for  myself.” 

“No,  you  are  not.  You  have  only  got  one  leg  when  you 
are  well,  and  now  that  leg  is  no  good  to  you.  You  are 
flat  on  your  back.  You  helped  me  to  get  a  start  in  the 
world,  and  now  I  am  going  to  help  you  stay  in  the  world 
a  while  longer,  and  you  haven’t  got  a  word  to  say 
about  it.” 

While  Dick  was  there,  the  doctor  came  in. 

“Doctor,”  he  inquired,  “what's  the  matter  with  the  old 
duffer?” 

“He  is  a  sick  man,  Dick.” 

“Well,  I  don’t  need  a  doctor  to  tell  me  that.  I  can  see 
that  for  myself.” 

“Well,  he  has  a  complication  of  old  age,  rheumatism 
and  bronchitis,  and  it  may  develop  into  pneumonia.” 

“That  is  enough  to  kill  a  young  man,  much  less  an  old 
one.  You  can  put  him  on  his  good  leg  again,  and  I  will 
pay  the  expenses  of  attendance  and  medicine.  Then  you 
get  somebody  to  stay  here  and  nurse  him.  Get  some  family 
to  send  the  right  sort  of  meals  in  to  him  regularly  and 
Dickering  Dick  is  good  for  every  penny  of  it.  Uncle  Jack 
and  I  have  been  the  wannest  friends  for  years.  He  was 
an  old  circus  trainer,  3-011  know,  and  what  I  know  about 
horses  I  learned  from  him.  I  consider  that  I  am  indebted 
to  him  for  my  success  in  business  so  far;  so  just  do  your 
best  with  him,  and  whenever  you  need  any  money  on  his 
account  say  so  and  you  will  get  it.” 

“Uncle  Jack,”  said  the  doctor,  “that  is  the  sort  of 
friend  to  have.” 

“Yes,”  said  the  old  man,  “so  do  your  best  to  get  me  in 
the  ring  again,  aud  give  me  a  chance  to  repay  him  for  his 
generosity.” 

“Lay  nothing,”  said  Dick.  “You  have  already  paid  it 
in  advance;  and  look  here,  Unde  Jack,  when  you  pull 
through  this  spell,  you’ve  got  to  retire  from  business.  I 
have  enough  for  both  of  us,  and  I  don't  intend  that  you 
shall  run  that  fruit  and  cake  stand  through  summer’s  heat 
and  winter’s  cold  any  more.” 

“Well,  I  am  too  sick  to  fight  with  you  about  it  now,  mv 
boy,  but  if  I  die,  I  will  fire  one  last  shot  at  you  anywav. 
and  that  will  be  simply,  ‘Heaven  bless  you,’  and  the  old 
man,  with  tears  in  his  eyes,  reached  out  and  grasped  Dick’s 
hand,  who  said: 

“It  will  be  a  long  time  yet,  Uncle  Jack,  before  you  fire 
your  last  shot.” 

The  doctor  was  very  much  moved,  and  he  told  the  story 


of  the  scene  he  had  witnessed  at  the  old  man’s  bedside  to 
a  number  of  his  friends. 

“Well,  well,  well!”  ejaculated  old  Deacon  Morris  when 
he  heard  it.  “I  have  been  puzzling  ray  brain  for  three 
or  four  years  wondering  where  Dick  found  out  all  he 
knows  about  horses.  I  never  dreamed  that  the  old  man 
was  his  teacher.” 

Mrs.  Doubleday  prepared  every  day  such  little  dainties 
as  the  doctor  would  permit  his  patient  to  take,  and  sent 
them  to  him. 

A  male  trained  nurse  was  sent  for  by  the  doctor,  who 
came  and  took  up  his  quarters  in  the  old  man’s  little  home, 
and  nursed  him  with  all  the  skill  that  he  had  learned  in  .1 
New  York  hospital,  but  Uncle  Jack  was  an  old  man,  nearly 
seventy  years  of  age,  and  after  a  couple  of  weeks  he  suc¬ 
cumbed. 

Dick  was  bv  his  bedside,  and  the  last  words  he  lizard 
the  old  man  say  were : 

“Heaven  bless  you,  my  boy.” 

Dick  mourned  for  the  old  man  as  though  he  were  his 
own  father.  He  engaged  the  Danbury  undertaker  to  give 
him  a  decent  burial,  and  with  a  great  many  old  citizens 
he  attended  the  funeral. 

Every  schoolboy  in  town  followed  the  remains  to  the  lit¬ 
tle  cemetery. 

Dick  bought  and  paid  for  the  burial  lot,  and  declared 
that  the  old  man  should  have  a  monument  over  him. 

Dick’s  kindness  revealed  a  trait  in  him  that  won  him 
hosts  of  friends  who  were  simply  acquaintances  before. 

One  day  he  met  Nettie  Brown  at  his  mother’s  cottage, 
and  she  said  to  him: 

“Dick,  your  kindness  to  old  Uncle  Jack  has  almost  made 
me  fall  in  love  with  you.” 

“Thank  you,  he  said.  “That  reminds  me  of  what  he 
once  said  to  me  as  you  drove  across  the  railroad  track  one 
day  and  bowed  to  me  as  I  was  standing  talking  to  him  at 
his  fruit  stand.  He  saw  me  raise  ni}r  hat  to  you,  and 
asked:  ‘Dick,  my  boy,  why  don’t  you  make  a  deal  there? 
She  is  worth  all  the  horseflesh  in  Danburv.  and  she  won  t 
need  an3  doctoring,  for  she  is  alread}’  the  greatest  beauty 
in  the  town.’  ” 

Nettie  blushed  in  spite  of  herself,  and  doubted  that  the 
story  was  true. 


x.  u  swear 
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house,  he  replied,  “and  I  have  done  my  best  to  folio 
his  advice.  1  have  fallen  desperately  in  love  with  vou,  bi 
that  is  as  far  as  I  can  go  without  }’ou  helping  out  some.” 

She  looked  at  him,  her  face  rosy  with  blushes, 

“Oh,  my !”  said  the  widow.  “I  guess  it  is  time  for  n 
to  get  out.” 

“Not  a.  bit  of  it.  mother.  You  have  been  my  sweethea; 
evei  since  I  have  been  old  enough  to  appreciate  a  mothei 
but  1  am  in  love  with  Miss  Nettie  here  and  I  don't  war 

you  to  be  jealous.  I  want  you  to  help  me  persuade  her  t 
be  my  wife.” 

“Dick,”  said  Nettie,  “you  won't  need  anv  help  in  tv; 
suading  me  to  do  that.” 

Ihe  next  moment  his  mother  caught  her  iu  her  arm 
and  kissed  her. 


(To  be  continued) 
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TIMELY  TOPICS 


jj  Admiral  Peary's  Arctic  ship,  the  Roosevelt,  has  been 
;  by  Arbuekle  Brothers  to  John  W.  Sullivan  &  Co. 
through  Uielow  &  Orr,  ship  brokers.  The  Sullivan  com- 
p&n)  i>  iii  refit  the  Roosevelt  with  oil-burning  machinery, 
ana.  after  other  improvements  have  been  made,  to  sell  her 
T  H  bureau  of  Fisheries  of  the  Department  of  Commerce 
and  Labor.  The  Roosevelt  will  be  used  in  connection  with 
the  fi-neries  sendee  in  Alaskan  waters,  and  will  proceed 
there  through  the  Panama  Canal  as  soon  as  the  refitting 
shall  have  been  completed. 


Chauncey  Houchin,  Fred  A  an  Nada  and  Rex  Fowler, 
White  River,  Ill.,  fishermen,  have  invented  a  plan  which 
has  been  very  helpful  to  them  this  winter  in  catching  fish. 
They  made  an  arrangement  for  lighting  the  water  under 
»the  ice  which  attracted  hundreds  of  fish  to  the  place  and 
these  eagerly  bit  at  the  bait  dropped  to  them  on  books. 
The  arrangement  for  lighting  the  water  consisted  of  eight 
dry  batteries,  to  which  on  electric  light  was  attached  and 
dropped  into  the  water.  The,  wire  was  heavily  insulated 
to  prevent  charging  the  water  with  electricity. 

While  a  maid  was  exercising  a  Pomeranian  dog  on  the 
roof  of  Miramonte,  the  residence  of  Mr.  and  Mrs.  J.  W. 

uppermann,  Hastings,  N.  Y.,  a  big  gray  eagle  swooped 
down  on  the  little  dog,  grabbed  it  up,  and  started  away 
with  a  great  flapping  of  wings.  The  girl  screamed,  and  the 
eagle,  apparently  startled,  dropped  the  dog,  which  fell  to 
the  lawn.  The  dog’s  leg  was  broken,  and  it  was  carried 
at  full  speed  in  the  Wuppermann  automobile  to  the  Ards- 
ley  Kennels,  where  it  is  being  treated.  After  it  dropped 
its  prey  the  eagle  flew  off  toward  the  Palisades. 


The  vastness  of  the  work  of  maintaining  the  British 
army — apart  from  feeding  it — may  be  gauged  from  a  few 
figures.  In  one  month  there  were  issued  to  the  troops 
450  miles  of  telephone  wire,  570  telephones,  534,000  sand¬ 
bags,  10,000  pounds  of  dubbing  for  boots,  38,000  bars  of 
-oap,  150,000  pairs  of  socks  and  100,000  pairs  of  boots.  In 
ten  days  the  number  of  fur  waistcoats  given  out  amounted 
to  118,160.  while  during  the  same  period  315.075  flannel 
V'* -  were  distributed.  The  battle  before  Ypres  in  Novem¬ 
ber  v.a-  fought  by  the  largCvSt  British  army  which  has 
ever  ‘riken  the  field  on  the  Continent. 


Ali»ert  Pankopf,  of  St.  Paul,  Minn.,  seventy-eight  years 
oid.  bent  and  white-haired,  danced  blindfolded  among 
eighteen  egg3,  laid  in  two  rooms  at  intervals  of  a  foot,  for 
n»veral  minutes  without  breaking  a  shell.  For  more  than 
fifty  vr-ar  Professor  Pankopf  has  been  performing  this 
feat,  but  at  the  annual  Schlachfest  of  the  Saxonia  and 
(,t- r/  ;;.  C,(’T man  Benevolent  Association  he  danced  as 

never  Dfor-.  The  years  dropped  from  him  as  he  danced. 
WIk  r  mu-ir-  stopped  the  old  man  fell  into  the  arms  of 
■Rirxrtator.  ‘SYak  heart,”  he  gasped.  He  soon  recov- 
rr*d  h  rr,  <’r  a s  n  Iv-wed  in  response  to  the  cheer?. 


Many  anti-freezing  mixtures  and  preparations  have  been 
proposed  at  various  times,  but  there  is  one  that  is  seldom 
mentioned  which  is  said  to  be  excellent  in  many  cases. 
This  is  plain  kerosene,  which  will  not  freeze  at  any  tem¬ 
perature  experienced  in  this  country,  and  also  has  the  ad¬ 
vantage  that  it  has  a  tendency  to  clean  any  dirt  out  of 
the  radiator.  It  is  claimed  that  kerosene  will  not  in  any 
way  injure  the  majority  of  radiators;  but  it  should  not  be 
used  in  cars  that  show  a  tendency  to  run  hot  and  boil  the 
water  in  the  radiator,  for  as  kerosene  has  a  lower  evapora¬ 
tive  point  than  water  it  would  be  wasted  rapidly  in  a  hot 
engine.  * 


* 

A  Russian  carpenter,  of  Superior,  Wis.,  though  pos¬ 
sessed  of  a  house  of  seventeen  rooms,  cannot  find  in  his 
home  a  place  for  his  aged  mother.  Judge  Perkins  is  de¬ 
termined  that  a  way  shall  be  found  for  compelling  this 
man  and  three  other  sons  to  contribute  to  the  support  of 
the  destitute  parent.  The  family  came  from  Russia  many 
years  ago  and  the  four  brothers  have  done  well.  The 
mother,  now  sixtv-seven,  has  until  recently  lived  with  a 
widowed  daughter,  being  left  homeless  when  this  daughter1 
married  and  removed  from  the  city.  Since  then  she  has 
had  a  sleeping-room  on  the  premises  of  her  second  son, 
in  a  building  used  for  a  chicken-house.  The  court  ordered 
that  the  oldest  two  sons  pay  $5  and  the  youngest  two 
$2.50  per  month  for  their  mother's  support.  The  young¬ 
est  two  have  complied.  Resort  will  be  had  to  contempt  of 
court  proceedings  if  the  sums  assessed  are  not  forthcoming. 


Instead  of  being  thronged 1  by  tourists  and  winter  so¬ 
journers,  the  streets  of  Cairo  and  its  hotels  are  filled  this 
season  by  soldiers  of  every  hue.  There  are,  of  course,  a 
handful  of  visitors  from  France  and  England,  but  of  the 
great  cosmopolitan  throng  that  goes  to  dances  and  race 
courses  and  takes  Nile  trips,  or  makes  desert  excursions, 
there  is  nothing  to  be  seen  this  year.  Of  Americans  there 
are  practically  none.  The  Florida  and  California  resorts 
ought  to  be  profiting  in  proportion.  The  soldiers  repre¬ 
sented  are  of  many  nationalities — British, -Indian,  Egyp¬ 
tian  and  Australian.  The  predicted  attack  on  the  Suez 
Canal  by  the  Turkish  forces  under  German  officers  has 


naturally  formed  the  chief  topic  of  conversation  and  specu¬ 
lation.  The  presence  of  so  many  soldiers  has  reassured 
the  population,  and  the  first  repulse  of  the  Turkish  forces 
at  El  Kantara  helped  clear  the  atmosphere.  The  fakirs 
and  guides  are  doing  just  as  good  business  as  usual.  The 
soldiers  are  good  customers.  It  has  been  estimated  that 
over  a  million  dollars  a  month  is  being  spent  by  the  mili¬ 
tary  authorities  and  the  soldiers  themselves  for  food,  cu¬ 
riosities,  etc.  Restaurant  keepers,  cabmen,  refreshment 
venders,  etc.,  are  doing  a  rushing  business.  In  the  hotels 
and  restaurants,  Egyptian  and  Berberino  waiters  havo 
taken  the  placee  of  the  Austrians  ami  Germans  that  have 
been  so  numerous  in  the  past. 
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When  his  wife  died  in  Hastings,  Mich.,  twenty-niii' 
years  ago,  Carroll  A.  Cutler,  now  of  that  town,  intrusted 
the  eare  of  his  year-old  infant,  Ernest  Cutler,  to  the 
grandmother  on  hi?  vife’s  sido,  and  went  East.  Shortly 
after  this  tlie  grandmother  died  and  the  child  was  sent  t« 
the  State  school  at  Ooldwater.  From  here  he  was  taken 
at  an  early  age  by  Ed  Moses  of  Bronson,  who  eared  for 
the  child  until  his  wife’s  death,  when  Ernest  was  returned 
to  the  school.  He  was  again  taken  out  hv  Robert  Cattell, 
also  of  Bronson,  who  reared  and  educated  him,  but  by  this 
time  the  young  man  had  lost  all  trace  of  his  father  and 
other  relatives.  Recently  Ernest  Cutler,  now  married, 
called  at  the  home  of  a  friend  and  there  met  the  Rev.  C. 
Cutler,  pastor  of  the  Bronson  Baptist  Church.  The  Rev.  Mr. 
Cutler  told  a  story  of  a  lost  nephew,  son  of  his  brother, 
which  brought  out  the  fact  that  Ernest  Cutler  is  really 
the  lost  son.  Father  and  son  are  now  reunited  after  a 
lapse  of  twenty-nine  years. 


One  of  the  most  successful  farm  sales  held  in  Republic 
County,  Kan.,  was  that  of  A.  M.  Poage,  east  of  Courtland. 
The  total  receipts  were  $2,252.87.  A  span  of  black  mares 
brought  $450.  A  twelve-day-old  calf  at  side  sold  for  $101. 


After  pinning  $1,000  worth  of  diamonds  to  the  inside 
of  her  nightgown  to  insure  their  safety.  Mrs.  Leo  Shapirer, 
No.  680  Irving  street,  San  Francisco,  sent  the  jewels  and 
the  gown  in  a  Chinese  laundry  and  almost  succumbed  to 
•  hysterics  before  they  were  recovered  by  the  police.  With 
Detectives  Grisim  and  Howell.  Mr.  Shapirer  hastened  to 
the  laundry,  arriving  there  before  the  package  of  laundry. 
The  diamonds  were  recovered.  The  gems  consisted  of 
Mrs.  Shapirer’s  engagement  ring,  valued  at  $450;  an¬ 
other  diamond  ting,  valued  at  $250,  and  a  diamond  neck¬ 
lace,  Avorth  $300.  Air.  Shapirer  is  transit  manager  at  the 
First  Xational  Bank. 


After  Airs.  Rufus  Davis,  wife  of  a  wealthy  feather  im¬ 
porter.  had  risked  her  life  by  running  through  her  blazing 
home  in  Pelham  Manor.  N.  Ah.  and  reselling  three  boxes 
of  jewels  worth  $10,000,  she  thought  of  her  pet  cat,  which 
had  been  upstairs  ivlien  the  fire,  starting  from  a  cause  still 
undiscovered,  broke  out  on  the  second  floor.  She  started 
to  go  back,  hut  firemen  held  her  and  Mrs.  Davis  ivas  al¬ 
most  in  tears  when  Reginald,  a  small  mongrel  dog  and  a 
great  pet  of  Mrs.  Davis,  suddenly  appeared  in  the  door- 
wav.  Reginald  was  dragging  the  astonished  cat  by  the 
thick  fur  of  if?  neck.  Both  dog  and  eat  were  singed,  but 
'  the  little  mongrel  had  saved  the  cat's  life. 


Because  of  the  illness  of  the  regular  engineer  on  the 
Anthony  and  Northern  Railway,  O.  P.  Byers,  of  Hutchin¬ 
son,  president  of  the  new  line,  donned  overalls,  climbed 
into  the  cab  and  took  the  regular  train  out  of  Pratt  on 
time  recently.  Byers  returned  to  the  engine  cab  after 
a  quarter  of  a  century's  absence.  He  was  promoter  of  the 
original  Hutchinson  and  Southern  Road,  now  owned  and 
operated  by  the  Santa  Fc,  and  later  was  connected  with 
Dm  traffic  department  of  the  Rock  Island  Railroad.  The 
Anthony  and  Northern  is  virtually  owned  by  Byers.  It 
is  unique  in  that  it  is  a  railroad  built  and  operated  without 
a  cent  of  bonded  indebtedness,  and  it  is  paying  dividends. 


GRINS  AND  (  RUCKLES 

"What  is  wit.  anyway?”  "Well,  a  good  many  people 
seem  to  ha\*e  an  idea  that  wit  is  the  knack  of  making  one 
person  uncomfortable  in  the  presence  of  others.” 

An  old  Scotchwoman,  when  advised  by  her  minister,  to 
take  snuff  to  keep  herself  awake  during  the  sermon,  re¬ 
plied:  “Why  dinna  ye  put  the  snuff  in  the  sermon,  mon  ?” 


Father — Did  you  break  this  vase?  Johnny — A’es,  fa¬ 
ther;  I  cannot  lie.  Father — No,  and  you  won’t  be  able  to 
sit  either  when  I’ve  done  with  you.  Go  and  fetch  the 
strap. 


“Is  your  friend  a  good  shot?”  “Wes,”  answered  the 
sportsman,  after  some  hesitation.  “He  never  hits  any 
game,  hut  then  he  never  hits  any  of  the  people  in  his 
hunting  party,  either.” 


Master  (questioning  the  class) — And  how  did  Jacob 
know  that  it  was  Joseph  who  had  sent  to  him  from  Egvpt? 
Silence  for  a  time,  broken  at  length  by  small  boy.  "He 
seed  his  name  on  the  wagons.” 


“Would  you  take  a  chicken,  realizing  that  it  didn’t  be¬ 
long  to  you?”  “No,"  answered  Mr.  Erastus  Pinklev. 
"But  when  you  sees  a  chicken  roos'in'  right  in  reach  vou's 
mighty  liable  to  stop  realizin’  an’  take  things  foil  granted.” 


First  Lad\  (in  an  open  car) — 1 11  bet  anything  it's  go¬ 
ing  to  rain!  Second  Lady — Nonsense!  '  flic  sky's  clear 
as  a  bell.  First  Lady— I  know  that;  but  why  did  those 
gentlemen  give  up  their  end  scats,  I  should  like  to  know? 


% 

Sufferer— I  can't  stand  it  any  longer;  I'm  going  to  the 
dentist  this  instant  and  have  this  tooth  out.  Christian 
Scientist  Nonsense !  Your  tooth  doesn't  ache;  it'<  onlf 
your  imagination.  Sufferer— Then  I'll  have  him  pull  mv 
imagination. 
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WAS  HE  MAD? 


By  Alexander  Armstrong 

^  '  5e:lr!'os  of  a  diseased  mind  are  oftentimes  wonder¬ 

ful  l  ain  more  and  more  impressed  with  the  belief  that 
infinity  is  a  disease  which  grows  on  people.  From  a  small 
incident,  or  ^rom  a  period  of  shock,  insanity  takes  its  start. 

has  it  was  with  Hugh  Somers.  Had  he  been  surrounded 
with  pleasant  influences,  had  his  mind  been  drawn  off  that 
horrible  affair,  he  would  have  remained  of  sound  mind, 
and  hi-  life  would  not  have  been  placed  in  jeopardy.  Was 
he  mad  ?  was  the  question  in  the  trial.” 

I  read  this  indorsement  on  the  back  of  one  of  my  un¬ 
cle  s  manuscripts,  and,  lighting  a  fresh  cigar,  drew  the 
arganu  light  nearer  to  my  elbow,  placed  my  feet  on  my 
desk  at  nearly  a  level  with  my  head,  opened  the  manu- 
>c  ::pt.  and  soon  everything  else  was  forgotten  in  the  inter- 
j,  est  1  feit  in  the  solution  of  the  query— “Was  He  Mad  ?” 

C  aptain  Somers  was  descended  from  a  proud  and  wealthy 
old  lamily,  and  lived  in  elegant  style  at  his  country  seat, 
known  for  miles  around  as  Breeze  Lawn.  The  captain’s 
:  wife  had  been  dead  many  years,  and  the  family  consisted 
of  the  captain  and  Hugh  and  the  servants.  There  was 
another  son,  John  Somers,  older  than  Hugh,  who  had 
brought  disgrace  on  the  good  old  family  name,  and  had 
been  disinherited  by  his  father. 

Captain  Somers  had  driven  him  sternly  forth,  cursing 
the  hour  ot  Iris  birth.  Once  Captain  Somers  made  up  his 
mind  there  was  no  such  thing  as  relenting.  Yet,  stem 
though,  he  was,  he  had  a  heart  tender  as  a  woman’s  where 
Hugh  was  concerned,  for  on  him  he  lavished  his  whole  af¬ 
fection,  which  was  returned  by  Hugh  with  interest. 

At  Breeze  Lawn  everything  moved  along  smoothly,  hap¬ 
pily;  without  jar  or  turmoil,  until  one  night  a  servant,  re¬ 
turning  from  the  nearby  village  about  nine  o’clock,  stum¬ 
bled  over  the  body  of  a  man  stretched  across  the  path. 

His  cries  of  alarm  drew  others  from  the  house.  A  light 
was  procured,  and  their  horror  may  be  imagined  when 
they  made  the  discovery  that  it  was  the  body  of  their 
master,  cold  in  death,  and  besmeared  with  blood  which 
had  flowed  from  the  fatal  cut  of  the  assassin. 

Captain  Somers  was.  buried,  and  life  at  Breeze  Lawn 
settled  back  into  its  old  channel,  save  that  one  of  their 
number  was  missing,  and  the  other  singularly  silent  and 
reserved. 

.  Hugh  became  more  and  more  reserved  as  months  rolled 
away,  until  finally  he  never  spoke  at  all,  save  when  irri¬ 
tated  by  one  of  the  servants,  whom  he  would  discharge  on 
tbe  spot,  and  who  would  not  be  replaced. 

At  ia^t  but  one  servant  was  left  to  inhabit  the  grand 
old  home,  and  enjoy  its  old-fashioned  chairs  and  antique 
fixtures.  She  at  length  was  also  found  fault  with  and 
duel  and  Hugh  was  left  alone. 

And  then  a  strange  story  began  to  float  around.  It 
wa#  to  He  effect  that  the  house  was  haunted. 

Some  treated  the  story  with  scorn,  but  were  convinced 
when  at  night  they  f-a w  a  figure  in  white  glide  about  the 
jpocr>'i-  or  it  appear  and  disappear  at  one  of  the 
window}. 


This  continued  for  several  months,  and  then  one  day 
the  village  people  were  startled  by  the  news  that  on  the 
night  before  May  Turner  had  disappeared  from  her  fa¬ 
ther’s  house. 

Had  any  one  seen  her?  This  was  the  anxious  query  of 
the  distressed  father  of  every  one  he  met. 

At  last  an  old  fanner  who  knew  May  stated  that  he  had 
seen  her  :n  the  neighborhood  of  Breeze  Lawn,  about  ten 
o  clock  the  night  before.  It  had  been  moonlight,  and  he 
was  sure  it  was  she.  In  fact,  he  had  spoken  to  her,  but 
she  had  hurried  on  as  if  desirous  of  not  being  known. 

been  near  Breeze  Lawn  !  Everybody  knew  that  May  and 
Hugh  were  lovers  before  that  fatal  day  when  the  captain 
had  been  killed.  Since  that  time,  however,  lie  had  not 
been  near  her. 

To  Breeze  Lawn  the  anguished  father  hurried  with  some 
neighbors. 

The  hall  door  was  open  and  they  entered  the  house. 
Turning  into  one  of  the  parJors,  it.  was  fo  be  driven  with 
anguish  at  the  sight  of  his  daughter  stretched  on  the  floor 
dead. 

The  story  of  the  ghost  was  explained.  The  devoted  girl 
had  come  to  Breeze  Lawn  night  after  niyht  to  bring  food 
to  the  man  she  loved,  to  care  for  him  as  well  as  she  could. 
She  had  come  silently,  like  a  shadow,  and  had  gone  in  the 
same  way,  and  Hugh  never  once  had  seen  her  until  the 
night  before. 

They  found  him  in  another  part  of  the  house,  and  his 
clothing  was  speckled  and  daubed  with  May’s  life-blood. 
They  took  him  in  beside  her  body,  but  he  evinced  no  emo¬ 
tion,  no  horror,  at  the  sight. 

Hugh  was  arrested  and  taken  to  jail,  and  placed  on 
trial  for  murder. 

It  was  then  that  I  came  upon  the  scent,  being  sum¬ 
moned  as  an  expert  in  insanity,  to  state  my  belief  as  to 
Hugh’s  mental  condition. 

Mad  he  was  finally  decided  to  be,  through  my  exertions, 
and  therefore  not  accountable  for  his  actions.  It  was 
settled  that  he  was  to  be  taken  to  an  insane  asylum;  in 
short,  to  the  one  1  had  charge  of. 

During  the  trial  lie  had  not  said  a  word — -aye,  yes,  or 
no;  although  I  had  observed  that  he  watched  me  eloselv. 

It  vnt>  after  the  trial  was  finished  that  he  surprised  me  by 
voluntarily  opening  a  conversation  with  me. 

“You  think  I  am  mad?”  he  said. 

“A  little  unsettled  in  mind  by  your  troubles  ”  I  an¬ 
swered. 

“Wrong !”  he  exclaimed.  “But  1  dare  not  speak  for  his 
sake.” 

“lor  whose  sake?”  I  inquired,  opening  my  eyes. 

But  he  was  as  dumb  as  an  oyster  when  I  asked  whom 
he  meant. 

He  did  not  speak  to  me  again  for  several  hours  and 
then  his  eyes  suddenly  flashed  as  he  blurted  out : 

“He  must  be  punished?” 

“He!  Who?” 

Again  no  reply. 

An  hour  later  lie  as  suddenly  and  unexpectedly  spoke 
again. 

“There  was  a  will  I” 
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‘Left  by  vour  father,  you  mean?*' 

‘Yes.” 

‘What  of  it?” 

“It  has  not  been  found.” 

“Well?” 

“It  must  be!” 

“Why?” 

“Never  mind,”  and  he  shook  his  head  knowingly,  a 
cunning  expression  in  his  eyes,  such  as  is  never  seen  in 
those  of  a  sane  man. 

“Are  vou  afraid  of  me?*’ 

“No.  Why?”  I  asked. 

“Because  all  the  others  seem  to  be,"  lie  answered.  “They 
sav  you  are  going  to  take  me  away.” 

“Yes.” 

“Do  you  mind  spending  one  night  with  me  in  Breeze 
Lawn  ?” 

I  pondered  deeply  before  I  replied.  I  was  responsible 
now  for  his  safekeeping.  Was  there  too  much  risk  in  ac¬ 
ceding  to  his  desire?  Curiosity  finally  decided  me,  and  I 
made  him  happy  by  telling  him  that  we  would  spend  the 
night  at  his  place. 

It  was  considerably  after  dark  when  we  got  there.  The 
night  air  was  raw  and  chilly,  and  I  put  on  my  light  over¬ 
coat  and  kept  it  on  even  indoors,  for  the  house  was  damp 
from  being  so  long  shut  up. 

I  inquired  where  there  was  a  lamp,  and  was  startled  by 
his  peculiar  laugh. 

“I’ve  smashed  them  all,”  he  said ;  “no  lamps  for  me ;  no 
— no,  I  want  it  all  dark  when  he  comes.  A  light  might 
frighten  him  away.” 

At  last  I  struck  something  which  would  answer  nearly 
as  well  as  a  lamp ;  it  was  a  torch  of  pitch  pine. 

Hugh  made  no  resistance  when  I  lighted  it,  and  I  did 
not  offer  to  stop  him  when  he  went  about  carefully  screen¬ 
ing  the  windows  and  stopping  up  the  cracks  of  the  doors, 
so  that  the  rays  of  light  should  not  be  seen  beyond  the 
room. 

Then  I  sat  down  in  an  old-fashioned  but  comfortable 
armchair  and  placed  my  hat  on  the  table  beside  me.  Hugh 
kept  restlessly  moving  about,  now  examining  his  father’s 
desk,  and  now  some  other  articles  of  furniture,  searching, 
I  supposed,  for  the  missing  will. 

It  was  near  the  hour  of  midnight  when  I  observed  him 
suddenly  pause,  and  then,  pricking  his  ears,  bend  his  head 
to  listen. 

“He’s  coming!”  exclaimed  Hugh  in  an  intense  whisper. 

Presently  I  could  make  out  the  sound  of  light  footfalls. 

Hugh  glanped  at  me,  then  about  the  apartment,  then 
darted  away  and  stretched  himself  on  the  floor  where  he 
would  be  concealed  by  a  large  roll  of  carpet. 

Hardly  had  quietness  settled  down  when  1  heard  a  hand 
touch  the  doorknob. 

It  was  slowly  turned,  and  then  the  door  was  opened  bv 
a  tall,  thin-faced  man,  wearing  a  high  hat.  H«*  started  as 
if  in  alarm  at  sight  of  the  light  and  myself. 

“Who  are  you?”  he  hoarsely  asked  as  he  reached  the 
table,  placing  his  hands  on  which  he  bent  forward  and 
looked  me  keenly  in  the  face. 

“Who  are  you?”  I  demanded  of  him. 


“1  am  John  Somers  the  outcast!"  lie  replied  in  a  bitter 
lone. 

“And  your  purpose  here?” 

He  shifted  his  position  uneasily,  and  colored  guiltily. 

“It  is  to  look  for  your  father's  will,”  I  said. 

“It  is,”  he  admitted.  “I  have  had  an  awful  life,"  he 
said  pathetically;  “I  have  nearly  starved  a  score  of  times. 
If  that  will  is  never  found,  1  have  an  interest  here.  I  have, 
anyway,  if  what  they  say  of  my  brother  is  true.  Is  he 
really  mad  ?”  *1  •£ 

Before  I  could  answer  John  Somers  received  his  reply 
from  another,  and  that  other  was  his  brother  Hugh. 

“No !”  thundered  Hugh,  suddenly  arising  from  his  con-  ' 
cealment  and  bounding  forward. 

Never  shall  1  forget  John’s  look  of  terror  and  surprise 
as  he  turned  and  faced  his  mad  brother. 

As  soon  as  lie  coukl  move  he  recoiled  and  threw  up  his 
arms  defensively.  With  a  wild  howl  Hugh  snatched  up 
the  flaming  torch,  and  the  next  instant  brought  it  dow-a4‘ 
on  John’s  head,  from  which  the  hat  had  been  jerked  byv 
his  sudden  movement. 

The  torch  struck  with  a  sickening  thud,  and  then  all  * 
was  enveloped  in  darkness. 

“Ha-ha-ha !”  1  heard  the  madman  shriek.  “The  day  of 
heaven’s  vengeance  has  come  to  you,  guilty  wretch  that 
you  are!  An  <yve  for  an  eye — a  tooth  for  a  tooth — blow 
for  blow — life  for  life!” 

,  “I  didn’t  mean  to  do  it,"  wailed  John  Somers.  “Help — 
help!  Oh,  heaven,  would  you  let  him  murder  me?”  < 

It  did  not  last  long.  In  less  than  three  minutes  the  last 
sound  had  ceased,  and  an  awful  silence  had  settled  down.  | 
I  struck  a  match  and  saw  that  both  were  lving  silent  on  ’ 


the  iioor.  Having  lighted  the  torch,  I  found  that  John 


Somers  had  fallen  a  victim  to  the  fury  of  the  madman, 
who  lay  unconscious  beside  the  man  he  had  killed. 

hen  he  recovered  consciousness  I  hurried  him  away 
nom  Breeze  Lawn.  A  year’s  residence  at  the  asvlum,  dur¬ 
ing  which  time  he  was  kept  employed  in  work  which  in- 
tciosted  him,  and  It  is  mind  therefore  kept  off  the  terrible 
past,  and  1  was  able  to  pronounce  him  cured. 

His  first  sane  question  was  regarding  May  Turner. 

I  told  him  she  was  dead.  He  asked  no  more,  and  I  did 
not  tell  him  how  she  had  died.  lie  asked  to  see  her  grave, 
and  I  accompanied  him  to  it.  He  bent  and  kissed  the 

mound  over  her  loved  form,  and  then,  turning  to  me,  he 
said  : 


You  nun  think  all  the  dark  past  is  forgotten.  You 
arc  wrong!  lou  have  tried  to  conceal  from  me  the  knowl¬ 
edge  that  I  have  been  in  an  insane  asylum,  but  I  know  it 
peifectlv  well.  My  mind  was  diseased;  of  that  I  am 
(quail}  aware.  To  you  are  my  thanks  due  for  restoring 
me,  the  methods  of  which  restoration  I  now  understand. 
But  the  fever  is  still  in  my  blood;  I  did  not  kill  May! 
w  hat  would  you  advise  me  to  do?” 

“Sell  Breeze  Lawn  and  remain  away  from  objects  which 
serve  to  bring  back  the  past.” 

He  followed  my  advice.  Years  afterward  he  returned 
irnm  abroad,  perfectly  sound  in  mind,  and  little  like  one 
v!  whom  could  be  asked;  “Was  lie  madf” 
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Thtre  are  450,000  men  of  Irish  birth  or  descent  in  Great 
bruain  who  are  of  military  age,  and  125,000  of.  them  have 
a.\  j.  nied  the  army,  according  to  the  secretary  of  the 
-  ational  League.  This  proportion,  he  asserts,  is 
mue  1  larger  than  can  be  shown  by  any  other  nationality, 

L summer  before  D.  H.  Knott,  of  Culver,  Kan., 
threshed  Ins  wheat  he  decided  to  hold  the  crop  for  a  higher 
pi  ice.  He  built  granaries  and  repaired  others  on  his  farm, 
but  the  work  of  harvesting  and  threshing  made  labor 
scarce  and  he  finally  secured  his  wife’s  services  in  assisting 
i he  carpenter  work  and  she  made  a  good  hand.  When 
the  work  was  completed  and  the  threshing  machine  was 
readv  for  his  stacks,  Mrs.  Knott  said,  "Now,  husband,  what 
ain  1  to  get  for  my  services?”  “Well,  when  wheat  reaches 
a  dollar  and  a  half  I  will  sell  and  we  will  have  a  motor 
car,  was  the  answer.  The  wheat  is  sold  and  Mr.  Knott’s 
bank  account  shows  that  he  received  a  dollar  and  a  half  a 
bushel.  Mrs.  Knott  is  waiting  for  the  auto. 


John  D.  Rockefeller  witnessed  his  first  ball  game  be¬ 
tween  big  league  teams  at  Ebbets  Field,  Daytona,  Fla., 
the  other  afternoon.  He  came' in  his  automobile  with  sev¬ 
eral  friends  from  Ormond  and  did  not  leave  until  the  last 
man  was  put  out.  He  told  President  Ebbets  that  he  en¬ 
joyed  the  game  thoroughly,  notwithstanding  that  the 
Brooklyn  regulars  shut  out  the  Yannigans  by  a  score  of 
8  to  0.  President  Ebbets  was  introduced  to  Mr.  Rockefel¬ 
ler  during  the  game.  The  oil  king  was  every  much  inter¬ 
ested  in  the  financial  end  of  baseball  and  also  in  the 


for  those  who  attend  these  college  sports  to  familiarize 
themselves  with  the  various  college  chromatics.  Here  arc 
the  color  insignia  of  leading  colleges  of  the  United  States: 
hale,  blue;  Harvard,  crimson;  Columbia,  blue  and  white; 
Rutgers,  scarlet;  New  York  University,  violet;  Dartmouth, 
dark  green;  Williams,  royal  purple;  California,  blue  and 
gold;  Princeton,  orange  and  black;  Amherst,  white  and 
purple;  Cornell,  cornelian  and  white;  University  of  Penn¬ 
sylvania,  blue  and  red;  Trinity,  white  and  green;  Tufts, 
blue  and  brown;  A  assar,  pink  and  gray;  Rochester,  blue 
and  gray;  Swarthmore,  garnet;  Hamilton,  rose  pink,  and 
Bowdoiu,  white. 


^  The  Rev.  Father  George  L.  Fitzpatrick,  pastor  of  the 
Church  of  the  Holy  Cross  at  Harrison,  N.  J.,  which  has 
one  of  the  largest  congregations  in  that  section,  was  or¬ 
dered  by  Prosecutor  Hudspeth,  of  Essex  County,  to  dis¬ 
continue  a  church  raffle  he  was  promoting.  The  raffle  was 
for  a  house  and  lot,  the  proceeds  to  be  devoted  to  enlarg¬ 
ing  the  parochial  school  at  Harrison.  Fifteen  hundred 
tickets  at  $1  each  had  been  sold,  and  it  was  expected  that 
the  sale  would  reach  $10,000  or  $15,000.  Adolphus  H. 
Corwin,  secretary  of  the  Society  for  the  Suppression  of 
Vice  and  Imposture  at  Newark,  made  complaint  against 
the  priest,  and  the  prosecutor  had  no  alternative.  Father 
Fitzpatrick  announced  that  he  did  not  know  he  was  vio¬ 
lating  the  law  in  holding  the  raffle,  but  called  it  off  im¬ 
mediately  and  said  the  money  would  be  returned  to  ticket 
holders. 


breaking  of  contracts  by  players.  President  Ebbets  ex¬ 
tended  him  an  invitation  to  witness  other  games  before 
leaving  Ormond.  Mayor  Titus  of  Daytona  and  Henry 
Schneider,  president  of  the  City  Council,  occupied  boxes 
in  the  grandstand. 


Sensitive  since  girlhood  about-  freckles,  Mrs.  Sophie 
Amberg  Levy,  a  wealthy  widow  of  Staten  Island,  New 
York,  sacrificed  her  life  in  an  attempt  to  rid  herself  of 
them.  A  hypodermic  injection  of  morphine  and  atropine, 
administered  to  her  by  Dr.  B.  L.  Fowler,  half  an  hour 
before  she  submitted  to  an  operation  to  remove  the  freckles, 
wa-  the  indirect  cause  of  her  death,  which  -occurred  the 
other  morning  while  the  doctor  was  treating  her  face  with 
a  carbolic  acid  solution.  The  physician  was  taken  into 
custody.  To  the  coroner  the  physician  said  he  had  per¬ 
formed  many  such  operations  and  that  he  always  had  ad¬ 
ministered  the  same  amount  of  morphine  and  atropine  suc¬ 
cessfully.  T he  coroner  says  the  autopsy  shows  Mrs.  Levy 
died  from  a  heart  attack. 


I  *  ‘•aid  that  the  distinctive  colors  of  colleges 

r:  and  not  half  as  noisy  as  the  dis 

| jncLw'  "  r  but  each  serves  to  distinguish  the  con- 
U  ....  m  football  match"'*  or  rowing  races,  and  it  is  well 


One  of  the  exhibits  at  the  Panama-Pacific  Exposition 
which  can  hardly  escape  observation  is  a  typewriter  of 
gigantic  proportions.  Lest  their  product  be  overlooked 
among  the  myriads  of  typewriters  that  are  to  be  put  on 
exhibition,  an  enterprising  company  has  had  a  machine 
built  1,728  times  larger  than  a  standard  typewriter.  It  is 
not  merely  a  colossal  image,  but  a  working  model  that 
actually  writes;  and  during  the  Exposition  it  will  type  news 
bulletins  on  a  sheet  of  paper  9  feet  wide,  in  letters  3  inches 
high  and  2  inches  apart.  The  monster  machine  will  be 
operated  by  electrical  connection  with  a  typewriter  of 
standard  dimensions.  For  instance,  on  depressing  a  kev 
of  the  small  machine  the  corresponding  key  of  the  large 
machine  will  respond.  A  lever  is  used  for  the  return  of 
the  carriage  and  for  line  spacing  or  rotating  the  cylinder 
The1  big  machine  weighs  14  tons  as  against  30  pounds* 
which  is  the  weight  of  a  standard  machine.  It  is  21  feet 
wide,  in  action,  by  15  feet  high,  and  requires  for  its  opera¬ 
tion  a  room  measuring  25  by  30  by  25  fbet.  The  platen 
9  feet  6  inches  long  by  2  inches  in  diameter,  weighs  1,200 
pounds,  and  the  carriage  3,500  pounds.  Each  key  cup,, 
which  is  the  part  of  a  typewriter  that  is  pressed  by  the 
fingers,  is  7  inches  in  diameter,  while  eacli  type  bar  is  52 
inches  long  and  weighs  as  much  as  a  standard  typewriter. 
This  mammoth  typewriter  bus  been  under  construction  for 
about  two  years  and  cost  $100,000. 
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INTERESTING  ARTICLES 


2,500,000  MOTOR  CARS  IX  191G. 

That  on  January  1st,  1016,  there  will  be  two  and  one- 
half  million  automobiles  iil  the  United  States,  appears  a 
somewhat  wild  prediction,  when  it  is  considered  that  there 
are  only  about  600,000  automobiles  in  the  whole  world, 
outside  of  this  country.  Figures  collected  from  the  various 
States  of  the  Union  show  that  on  February  1st,  1915,  the 
number  of  registered  cars  exceeded  1,900,000,  and  the 
growth  in  the  last  thirteen  months  has  been  equal  to  not 
less  than  600,000  per  year.  As  the  rate  of  increase  dur¬ 
ing  the  individual  months  has  been  much  greater  toward 
the  end  of  1914  than  in  the  early  part  of  that  year,  yit 
seems  certain  that  fully  600,000  ears  will  be  added  between 
February  1st  and  December  31st,  1915. 


HIGH  ANGLE  FIRE  OX  GERMAX  WARSHIPS. 

The  usual  range  of  elevation  for  the  guns  of  the  main 
battery  of  warships  is  from  5  degrees  below  the  horizontal 
to  15  degrees  above;  but  the  Germans  have  given  to  their 
guns  big  and  little,  the  ability  to  elevate  to  30  degrees 
above  the  horizontal,  or  even  more  than  that.  The  object 
of  this  was  to  enable  the  guns  to  be  elevated  above  the 
horizontal,  even  when  the  ship,  due  to  penetration  below 
the  water  line,  was  listed  several  degrees  toward  the  enemy 
— a  very  wise  provision.  This  arrangement  has  conferred 
the  added  advantage  of  greatly  increasing  the  range,  and 
tlie  result  was  shown  in  the  Falkland  Islands  fight  when 
the  8.2-inch  shells  of  the  Scharnhorst  reached  and  sev¬ 
eral  times  struck  the  British  battle  cruisers  at  a  range 
which  was  probably  between  14,000  and  16,000  yards.  At 
that  distance  the  falling  angle  of  the  German  shells  is 
stated  to  have  been  fully  45  degrees. 


SHOEMAKER  WIXS  THE  AMATEUR  POOL  TITLE. 

J.  Howard  Shoemaker  captured  the  amateur  pocket  bil¬ 
liard  title  and  also  the  silver  cup  emblematic  of  the  na¬ 
tional  honors  the  other  night  in  the  final  match  of  the 
tournament  at  the  Amateur  Billiard  Club  of  Xew  York. 
The  invincible  wielder  of  the  cue  came  through  the  series 
unscathed  and  as  a  windup  treated  the  crowd  to  a  phe¬ 
nomenal  exhibition  of  his  skill  as  he  defeated  Edward  F. 
Ravnolds  125  balls  to  27.  The  match  was  continued 
through  twelve  frames. 

Out  of  the  seven  aspirants  for  the  title  who  started  in 
the  tournament  Raynolds  finished  in  second  place,  and 
also  scored  the  high  record  run  of  43  balls.  Arthur  B. 
Hyman,  the  champion  of  1911  and  1912,  finished  in  third 
place.  Ravnolds  has  been  the  runner  up  to  the  champion 
on  three  occasions. 

Shoemaker  obtained  the  advantage  right  at  the  start 
of  the  match  which  was  to  decide  the  championship.  He 
compelled  Raynolds  to  smash  the  first  pyramid.  After 
that  Shoemaker  usually  had  the  free  ball  and  lie  cleared 
the  table  no  less  than  four  times.  lie  missed  it  by  oue 
ball  on  three  occasions. 


*  QUEER  HAPPENINGS. 

Abrahaifi  Tobin,  ex-erusader  against  impure  meats, 
pleads  guilty  and  pays  $100  fine  for  shipping  condemned 
sausages  to  Xew  Jersey. 

Becky  Cohn  wears  $2,500  “silver  fox”  coat  in  court  to 
see  her  father  sentenced  and  is  arrested  for  fur  theft  by 
Brooklyn  police. 

Refused  a  drink,  Lawrence  Comfort,  of  Passaic,  N.  J.,  * 
smashes  twenty  windows  in  saloon. 

Max  Geenander,  Brooklyn  push  cart  man,  who  was  fined 
$1,  tried  to  pay  in  pennies,  which  was  refused.  Waited  • 
in  cell  until  he  got  bill  for  100  coppers. 

Matron  Nolan.  Newark  police  station,  was  accidentally 
locked  in  a  cell  for  more  than  an  hour. 

♦ 

Henry  Morgan,  Orange,  demands  that  police  give  lilfn  .4 
permission  to  shoot  squadron  of  squirrels  making  his  4 
house  their  winter  home. 

Life  of  Mrs.  Mary  Mason,  Paterson,  X.  J.,  saved  by  new 
high  corset  with  extra  steels,  which  deflects  bullet  from 
heart  to  hip. 

To  reach  ‘“Billv”  Sunday  and  learn  to  be  an  evangelist. 
Max  Stattdte,  fifteen,  Passaic,  X.  J.,  takes  mother's  $15 
and  is  arrested. 

Three  Lokker  brothers,  off  Sayville,  L.  I.,  race  to  save 
“man"  clinging  to  buoy,  but  it  is  young  seal,  which  dives 
and  escapes.  , 

To  prove  that  fortune  teller  was  right  in  saying  that 
he  would  be  dead  in  six  months,  Herman  Neubauer,  of 
Pomona,  X.  J..  shoots  and  kills  himself. 

Bugs  in  antiquated  walls  of  Public  School  Xo.  12,  Pat¬ 
erson,  X.  J.,  take  to  wing  in  such  numbers  that  112  pupils 
are  given  vacation. 

C  lubhouse  ’  for  subway  “moles  ’  to  be  erected  in  Citv 
Hall  Park  by  contractors  will  have  shower  baths  and 

bunks. 

Head  Keeper  O'Bric-n,  Prospect  Park  Zoo,  acts  as  wet 
nurse  for  two  oottle  babies — bears  cubs  from  Greene 
County. 

Justice  Kelby,  of  Kings  County,  refuses  charter  to 
W  e&t  End  Lugs  C  lub  as  “not  a  proper  designation," 
the  kind  of  bugs  being  not  mentioned. 

Charles  Ginsberg  is  blown  off  top  of  new  Y.  M.  C.  A. 

■milding  in  Biookhn,  falls  twelve  stories,  and  is  alive 
when  picked  up. 

After  five  days  of  hiccoughing,  four  doctors  being  un¬ 
able  to  stop  it,  W.  Kotler  dies  in  Glen  Cove  (L  I  f  Hos¬ 
pital. 

Harry  Friedman,  in  fit  in  Brooklyn  swimming  tank, 
bites  John  l  onion  under  water,  and  Conlon  rescues  Fried- 
man  from  drowning. 

“Owing  to  high 'cost  of  living,”  Paterson.  X.  ,T..  eeme- 
terms  advance  price  of  grave  from  $25  to  $29  accord  in*l 
to  length  of  coffin. 

Irving  Wright,  seventeen,  lights  candle  while  working 
under  auto.  Explosion  throws  him  across  garage-  car 
burned.  ^ 


TTir  BrRXWfl  CIGARETTE, 

The  greatest  trick 
Joke  out.  A  perfect 
.  _  Imitation  of  a  smoul- 
T,,h  brl*h»  rod  fire.  It  tools 
«•  **uu  **ftd  10*.  *n,i  will  nJiil  tt> 

"  Xt>VKJLT\*  t  i*  29  \1  -.‘ail,  St..  N.  V 

trick  rrxzLE  firs*. 

Tha  first  atteiv.pt  usually  made 
t»  open  It.  is  to  press  down  th® 
little  knob  in  the  center  of  the 
Pur*®-  when  a  small  needle  runs 
out  and  stabs  them  in  the  fin¬ 
ger.  bu*  does  not  open  It.  Tou 
can  epen  It  before  tneir  eyes  and  still  they 
will  be  unable  to  open  It. 

Price.  25c.  each  by  mall,  postpaid. 
WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO..  ■*>  \V.  2tith  St.,  N  Y. 


MAMAS. 

This  Interesting  toy  Is 
one  of  the  latest  novelties 
opt.  It  is  in  great  de- 
Sj  |  mand.  To  operate  it.  the 

stem  is  placed  in  your 
mouth.  You  can  blow 
into  it,  and  at  the  same 
time  pull  or  jerk  lightly 
on  the  string.  The  mouth  opens,  and  it  then 
cries  "Ma-ma,"  just  exactly  in  the  tones  of  a 
teal,  live  baby.  The  sound  is  so  human  that 
It  would  deceive  anybody. 

Price  12c.  each  by  mail. 
WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO.,  29  W.  26th  St.,  N.  Y. 


IMITATION  CIGAR  BUTT. 

It  is  made  of  a  composition, 
exactly  resembling  a  lighted 
cigar.  The  white  ashes  at  the 
end  and  the  imitation  of  to¬ 
bacco-leaf  being  perfect.  You 
can  carelessly  place  it  on  top  of 
the  tablecloth  or  any  other  ex¬ 
pensive  piece  of  furniture,  and 
await  the  result.  After  they  see 
the  joke  everybody  will  have  a 
good  laugh.  Price.  10c.  each  by 
mail,  postpaid;  3  for  25c. 

H.  F.  LANG,  1815  Centre  St.,  B’klyn,  N.  Y. 


THE  TOM-TOM  DRUM. 

Hold  the  drum  in  one  hand 
tnd  with  the  thumb  of  the  other 
resting  against  the  side  of  th* 

!  drum  manipulate  the  drumstick 
With  the  fingers  of  the  sarr.® 
hand  (as  indicated  In  the  cut). 
With  practice  It  Is  possible  to 
attain  as  great  skill  as  with  a  real  drum.  Th® 
movable  sounding  board  can  he  adjusted  for 
»lther  heavy  or  light  playing.  They  are  used 
extensively  tn  schools  for  marching. 

Price,  10c.  each,  delivered  fre®. 

C.  BEHR,  150  W.  62d  8t.f  New  York  City. 


TRICK  COIN 
HOLDER.  —  The 

coin  holder  Is  at¬ 
tached  to  a  ring 
made  so  as  to  fit 
anyone's  finger. 
The  holder  clasps 
tightly  a  25c.  piece. 
When  the  ring  is 
placed  on  the  finger  with  the  coin  showing  on 
the  palm  of  the  hand  and  offered  In  change  it 
cannot  be  picked  up.  A  nice  way  to  tip  people. 

Price  by  mail,  postpaid,  10c.  each. 

H.  F.  LANG,  1815  Centre  St..  B’klyn,  N.  Y. 


*3 


TRICK  CIGARETTE  Boa. 

This  one  is  a  corker!  Get  a 
box  right  away,  if  you  want  t< 
have  a  barrel  of  Joy.  Here’s  thi 
secret:  It  looks  like  an  ordl 

nary  red  box  of  Turkish  ciga 
rettes.  But  it  contains  a  trig 
ger,  under  which  you  place  s 
paper  cap.  Offer  your  friend  { 
smoke  and  he  ralse3  the  lid  o 
the  box.  That  explodes  the  cap 
and  if  yeti  are  wise  you  will  ge' 
out  of  sight  with  the  box  befort 
he  gets  over  thinking  he  wai 
shot.  Price,  15c.,  postpaid 

WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO.,  29  W.  2Cth  St.,  N.  Y 


THE  PRIN¬ 
CESS  OF  YO- 
G  I  CARD 
TRICK.— 
Four  cards 
are  held  in 
a  fan  and  a 
requested  io 


the  form 
spectator 

mentally  select  one  of  the 
/our.  The  cards  are  now 
■huffed  and  one  Is  openly 
taken  away  and  placed  in 
,  The  performer  remarks  that  he 
the  '*rd  mentally  selected  by  the 
-tato'  The  three  <'*rds  are  now  displayed 
is,  selected  card  tf  found  to  be  missing. 
-  r<ing  l*>  Ms  po«  A*t  the  performer  removes 
eik  s.U i  Ifc*  chosen  card.  Frlc®,  I5c. 

SMITH,  98;  Lenox  Av«.,  M.  Y. 


MAGIC  MTT.ROR. 

Fat  and  lean  funny  faces.  By 
looking  In  these  mirrors  upright 
your  features  become  narrow  and 
elongated.  Look  into  It  sidewise 
and  > jur  phiz  broadens  out  In 
the  moat  comical  manner.  Size 
S4x3^4  inches,  In  a  handsome  imi- 
tctlon  morocco  case. 

Price,  10c.  each,  postpaid. 
C.  UE1IR,  150  \V.  62d  St.,  New  York  City. 


NEW  MASKS 

Half-face  masks  with  mov¬ 
able  noses.  A  distinct  nov¬ 
elty  which  will  afford  no  end 
of  amusement.  They  coma 
In  6  styles,  each  a  different 
face,  such  as  Desperate  Desmond,  etc.,  and 
are  beautifully  colored  and  splendidly  finished, 
with  patent  eyelets  to  prevent  tearing.  Price 
15  cents  apiece,  by  mail,  postpaid. 

H.  F.  LANG,  1815  Centre  St.,  B’klyn,  N.  Y. 


HUMANATON&. 


me  irnproveu  nu- 

manatone.  This  flute 
will  be  found  to  be 
tlie  most  enjoyable 
article  ever  offered; 
nickel  plated,  finely 
polished;  each  put 
up  in  a  box  with  full 
instruction  how  to 
use  them.  Price, 
18c.,  postpaid. 

FRANK  SMITH, 
38*  Lenox  Ave.,  N.  Y. 


VANISHING  PACK  OP 

CARDS. — You  exhibit  a 
neat  black  card  case,  you 
request  from  the  audi¬ 
ence  a  ring,  a  watch, 
bracelet,  or  other  jewelry 
articles.  You  propose  to 
fill  the  case  with  a  pack 
of  cards.  After  doing  so, 
the  pack  of  cards  disap¬ 
pear  from  the  case,  and 
the  jewelry  novelties  ap¬ 
pear  instead! 

Price  by  mail,  postpaid, 
35c. 

WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO., 
29  W,  2Ctb  St.,  N.  Y. 


NORWEGIAN  MOUSE. 

A  very  large  gray  mouse, 
measuring  8  inches  from  tip 
of  nose  to  end  of  tail.  The 
body  of  mouse  is  hollow. 
Place  your  first  finger  in  his 
body,  and  then  by  moving  your 
finger  up  and  down,  the  mouse 
appears  to  be  running  up  your 
sleeve.  Enter  a  room  where 
there  are  ladies,  with  the 
mouse  runn’ng  up  your  sleeve, 
and  you  will  see  a  rapid  scat¬ 
tering  of  the  fair  sex.  Many 
practical  jokes  can  be  perpe¬ 
trated  with  this  small  rodent. 

Price,  10c.;  3  for  25c.  mailed,  postpaid. 
C.  BEHR,  150  W.  62d  St.,  New  York  City. 


Ride  a  RINGER 

bicycle  and  know  you  have  the  best.  Ituy  * 
machine  you  can  prov®  before  accepting. 
IVCRED  FREE  on  ennrovnl  klK 


IV®- 


DELIVERED  FREE  on  approval'Snd  so 
days'  trial.  NO  EXPENSE  to  you  it.  After 
trial  you  do  not  wish  t.o  keep  it. 

LOW  FACTORY  COST,  great  impn 

ments  and  values  never  before  eguallec 
WRITE  TODAY  for  our  big  catalog 
showing  our  complete  tine  ot  1915  bicycles, 
TIRES,  sundries  and  parts,  and  learn  the 
wonderful  new  offers  and  terms  w®  will 
give  you.  Auto  and  Motorcycle  Supplies  at  factory 
to  user  prices.  Do  not  buy  until  you  know  what 
we  can  do  for  you.  A  postal  card  brings  everything. 

MEAD  CYCLE  CO.,  CEPT.u  tssCHICACiO 


A  snfnple  of  my 
remedy  has  cured 
cases  of  Falling 
I  SlcknessorEplIepsy. 
Prompt  relief  guar¬ 
anteed.  1PAYKX- 
PRK88AOK  on 
FRKK  TRIAL  BOT¬ 
TLE,  if  yon  cut  out 
I  aud  KKTUHN  ad¬ 
vertisement.  Sworn 
statements  andhun- 
dredsof  testraonlals 
Give  AGE  and  FULL  PARTICULARS. 
Dr.  F.  HARVEY  ROOF 
Dept.  1280,  Station  N,  New  York. 


file. 


KORKER  Repeating 

LIQUID  PISTOL 


Will  stop  the  most  vicious  dog 
(or  man i  without  permanent 
Injury.  Perfectly  sale  to  carry  with¬ 
out  danger  ol  leakage.  Fires  and  ro-  _ 

eh.rges  by  pulling  the  trigger.  Loads  from  any  Liquid. 

No  cartridges  required.  Over  six  shots  In  oue  loading, 

!  Al  dealers,  or  by  mall,  25r.  Pistol  with rubber-corered  _____ 

;  noisier,  80«.  Holsters  separate,  lOe.  Bend  money  order  or  U  4 

I  lpa'  PARKER,  STEARNS  &  C0„  273  Georgia  Ave..  Brooklyn,  N.  1 

LOTS  Or  FUN  FOR  A  DIM  % 

Ventriloquist’s  Double  Throat 

thing  yet.  Astonish  and  mystlly  yo.  r  friends,  fciinz  tile  > 
a  egnary;  whine  like  a  puppy  ;  crow  like  a  rooster,  an  I 
°T  d8  *“d  be'*st8  of  a«*d  au  forest.  LOADS  Of 
FUN.  y.  uderful  invention.  Th.  i  sauds  sold.  Prtco 
only  10  cents.  4  foi  26  cents  or  12  lor  60  cents. 

Cbas.  Unger,  k,  F,  D,  No.  1,  Dept  1,  Catskill,  N.  Y. 

RflYR  WANTFn  sTeryw‘'ipre  *°  *el1  the  illus- 

II  j  m-  L  TftATED  KECORl),  the  largest 
illustrated  weekly  m  the  world.  Address  Illustrated  Record. 
Dept.  K.,  I  7  Spruce  Street,  New  York. 

Roller  SKates — Do  you  wish  a  pair  free 

d  ,  for  one  hour's  work'/ 

Send  no  money,  but  write  us  for  particulars.  We 
want  every  boy  and  girl  to  have  a  pair.  Write  us 
today.  Geo  M.  Allmendinger,  6607  Broadway. 
Dept.  A-2,  Chicago. 


EIGHT  GAMES  FOR  10c 

Chess,  Checkers,  Fox  and  Geese,  Nine  Men  Morris, 
Authors,  Introduction  Game,  Spanish  Prison,  Domi¬ 
noes;  a  whole  year’s  amusement  and  -■ 
the  whole  thing  for  only .  B  C  > 

Send  10  Cents  today  and  get  all  eight  Games 
V  HE  UP-TO-DATE  AGENCY  CO. 

P.  O.  Box  50«  Salt  Lake  City,  Utah 


THE  AUTOMATIC  RUNNING  MOUSE 


This  mouse  is  so 
nearly  a  perfect  imi¬ 
tation  of  the  live  ani¬ 
mal  as  to  not  only  de¬ 
ceive  the  ladies,  but 
to  even  deceive  the 
cat.  Inside  each  mouse  is  a  set  of  clock 
work  which  you  wind  up  with  a  key,  then 
place  the  mouse  on  the  floor  and  it  will  run 
rapidly  in  every  direction  in  a  circle  across 
the  floor  backward  and  forward  as  if  to  get 
away.  Suddenly  set  it  agoing  in  a  room 
where  there  are  ladles,  and  you  will  have  the 
fun  of  hearing  them  scream  and  jump  upon 
the  chairs  to  escape  the  little  rodent.  This 
mechanical  mouse  is  well  worth  50c..  but  we 
will  sell  it  for  30c.,  and  send  it  by  mail  poet- 
paid.  * 


WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO.,  29  W.  26th  St..  N.  Y 


WIRELESS  :sh  FREE 

2  Instruments,  full  instructions,  code,  cto.,  for  soiling  12  papers  neediea 
at  6o  each.  Drop  postal  today,  send  no  money  with  order  we  trust  you. 
Ford  Supply  Go.,  Dept,  i,  itliulru  JV.  Y. 


POCKET  WHISK-BROOM 

Tht®  I®  no  toy,  but  a  real 
whisk-broom,  lnche®  high.  It 
1®  made  of  Imported  Japan®®* 
bristles,  neatly  put  together,  and 
can  easily  be  carried  In  the  ve®t 
pocket,  ready  for  use  at  any  mo¬ 
ment,  for  hats  or  clothing,  etc. 
Price  10  cent®  oacb,  by  mall, 
postpaid. 

C.  BEHR,  150  W.  «2d  St,  N.  Y. 


THE  DEVIL’S  CARD  TRICK.— From  three 
cards  held  in  the  hand  anyone  is  asked  to 
mentally  select  one.  All  three  cards  are 
placed  in  a  hat  and  the  performer  remove® 
first  the  two  that  the  audience  did  not  select 
and  passing  the  hat  to  them  their  card  has 
mysteriously  vanished.  A  great  climax; 
highly  recommended.  Price,  10c. 

FRANK  SMITH,  383  Lenox  Ave..  N.  Y. 


THREE  COIN  REGISTER  BANK 

One  ot  latest  and  best 
novelties  on  the  market.  It 
adds  and  registers  Nickels, 
Dimes  and  Quarters  put 
through  the  same  slot.  It 
holds  coins  to  the  amount 
of  Ten  Dollars,  and  then 
opens  itself  automatically. 
One  lever  action  does  all  the 
work.  Other  banks  only 
hold  one  kind  cf  coin, 
whereas  t  his  one  takes  thro® 
kinds.  The  three  coin  bank 
is  handsomely  finished,  la 
guaranteed  mechanically  perfeot,  operates  with  naaa 
and  accmaoy.  and  does  not  got  out  of  order- 
Price,  l>y  express,  81.00 
II.  F.  LANG,  1815  Centre  St.,  B’klyn.  N.  Y.* 


TRICK  crp. 

Mad©  of  natural  white 
wood  turned,  with  two 
compartment*;  a  round, 
black  ball  fits  on  those 
compartn.jnts;  the  other 
Is  a  stationary  ball.  By  a 
little  practice  you  make 
the  black  ball  vanish-,  a 
trick  novelty  and  Immense  seller. 

Price,  5.0c.,  postpaid. 
-FI’  NOVELTY  CO.,  20  XV.  2flth  St..  N.  V. 


TIN  MOUSE. 

It  Is  made  of  cast  metal  and 
has  the  exact  color,  shape  and 
size  of  a  live  mouse.  Pinned  on 
your  or  somebody  else’s  clothes, 
will  have  a  startling  effect  upon 
the  spectators.  The  screaming; 
fun  hail  by  this  little  novelty,  especially  In  the 
presence  of  ladles,  is  more  than  can  be  im¬ 
agined.  If  a  cat  happens  to  be  there,  there's 
no  other  fun  to  be  compared  with  It. 

Price,  10c.  each  by  mall,  postpaid;  3  for  25c. 

FRANK  SMITH,  383  Lenox  Ave.,  N.  Y. 


NEW  SURPRISE  NOVELTY. 


Foxy  Grandpa,  Mr.  Peewee 
and  other  comical  faces  ar¬ 
tistically  colored,  to  which 
Is  attached  a  long  rubber 
tube,  connected  with  a  rub¬ 
ber  ball,  which  can  be  filled 
with  water,  the  rubber  ball 
being  carried  In  the  pocket, 
a  slight  pressure  on  the  bulb 
causes  a  long  stream,  the  re¬ 
sult  can  easily  be  seen. 

Price,  15c., 

Postpaid. 

H.  F.  LANG.  1815  Centre  St..  B’klyn,  N.  Y. 


CACHOO  OR  8NEKZING  POWDER. 

The  greatest  fun-maker  of 
them  all.  A  email  amount 
•f  this  powder,  when  blown 
In  a  room.  will  cause 
everyone  to  sneeze  without 
anyone  knowing  where  It 
comes  from.  It  is  very  light,  will  float  in  the 
air  for  some  time,  and  penetrate  every  nook 
and  corner  of  a  room.  It  la  perfect  ly  harm¬ 
less.  Cachoo  is  put  up  In  bottles,  and  one 
bottle  contains  enough  to  be  used  from  10  ta 
IS  times.  Price,  by  mall.  10c.  each;  S  for  25c. 

WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO.,  20  W.  2«th  8t„  N.  Y. 


MINIATURE  COMPASS  CHARM. 

A  beautiful  charm,  to  be 
worn  on  the  watch  chain.  It 
consists  of  a  true  and  perfect 
compass,  to  which  Is  attach¬ 
ed.  by  a  pivot,  a  powerful 
magnifying  glase.  When  not 
In  use  the  magnifying  glass  fits  closely  inside 
the  compass  and  is  not  seen.  The  compass  Is 
protected  by  a  glass  crystal,  and  Is  hand¬ 
somely  silver-nickel  plated  and  burnished,  pre¬ 
senting  a  very  attractive  appearance.  Here 
you  have  a  reliable  compass,  a  powerful  mag¬ 
nifying  glass,  and  a  handsome  charm,  all  In 
*ne.  It  Is  a  Parisian  novelty,  entirely  new. 
Price,  25c.  by  mall.  Dostpaid 
WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO..  29  XV.  26th  St.,  N.  Y. 


THE  MULTIPLYING  CORKS.  —  A  small 
round  box  is  shown  to  be  empty  and  one  of 
the  spectators  Is  allowed  to  place  three  corks 
In  it.  The  cover  is  out  on  and  the  box  is 
handed  to  one  of  the  spectators,  who,  upon 
removing  the  cover,  finds  six  corks  in  the  box. 
Three  of  the  cork3  are  now  made  to  vanish  as 
mysteriously  as  they  came.  Very  deceptive. 

Price,  15<x 

II.  F.  LANG,  1815  Centre  St.,  B’klyn,  N.  Y. 


HANDY  TOOL 

Every  boy  should  possess 
one  of  these  handy  little  In¬ 
struments.  It  consists  of  a 
buttonhook,  a  cigar-cutter, 
scissors,  key-ring  and  bottle- 
opener,  all  in  one.  The 
steel  is  absolutely  guaran¬ 
teed.  Small  catches  hold  It 
so  that  it  cannot  open  in  the 
pocket.  Price  by  mail,  post¬ 
paid,  15  cents  each. 


FRANK  SMITH 

383  Lenox  Ave.  New  York  City 


TirE  CANADIAN  WONDER  CARD  TBI' X. 

Aston.  .;hing,  wonderful, 
and  perplexing!  Have  you 
scon  them?  Any  child  ran 
work  them,  and  yot.  what 
they  do  is  so  amusing  that 
the  sharpest  people  on  earth 
ar©  fooled.  We  cannot  tell 
you  what  they  do,  or  others 
would  get  next  and  spoil  the 
fun.  Just  get  a  set  and  read  the  directions. 
The  results  will  startle  your  friends  and 
utterly  mystify  them.  A  genuine  *<  od  thing 
If  you  wish  to  have  no  end  of  amusement. 

Price  by  mall,  10c. 
C.  BEHR,  150  XV.  02d  St.,  New  York  <  ity. 


MAGIC  CARD  BOX. — A  very  cleverly  made 
box  of  exchanging  or  vanishing  cards.  In  fact, 
any  number  of  tricks  of  this  character  can  be 
performed  by  It.  A  very  necessary  magical 
accessory.  Price.  15c. 

*1.  F.  LANG.  1815  Centre  8t..  B’Wlyn.  N.  Y. 


KANGAROO  PADLOCK. 

A  handsome  padlock  stamped 
out  of  polished  steel.  It  locks  It¬ 
self  when  the  hasp  Is  pressed 
down  into  the  lock,  but  the  puzzle 
Is  to  unlock  it.  You  can  instantly 
unlock  it  with  the  key,  but  no 
one  not  In  the  secret  can  unlock 
It.  You  can  slip  the  hasp  through 
a  friend’s  buttonhole  and  force 
him  to  wear  It  until  you  release 
It,  although  he  may  have  the  key  to  the  lock; 
or  a  boy  and  girl  can  be  locked  together  by 
slipping  the  hasp  through  a  buttonhole  of 
their  clothing.  Many  other  innocent  and 
amusing  Jokes  can  be  perpetrated  with  it 
upon  your  friends  and  acquaintances.  It  is 
not  only  a  strong,  useful  padlock,  but  one  of 
the  best  puzzles  ever  invented.  Full  printed 
Instructions  sent  with  each  lock.  They  are  a 
bonanza  for  agents,  as  they  can  be  readily 
sold  for  25  cents  each.  Our  price,  I5c. ;  2  for 
25c.;  one  dozen.  $1.20.  sent  by  mail,  postpaid. 

WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO.,  29  W.  26th  St.,  N.  Y. 
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WE  WANT  YOU 

ff.  TO  READ 

“Moving  Picture  Stories” 

A  Weakly  Magazine  deleted  to  Photoplays  and  Players  Absolutely  the  finest  little  publication  on  the  news-stands 

S^PRiCE  5  CENTS  A  COPY 

ISSUED  EVERY  FRIDAY  -  -  -  THIRTY-TWO  PAGES 

BEAUTIFUL  COLORED  COVER  DESIGNS  -  FINE  HALF-TONE  FRONTISPIECES 

New  portraits  of  actors  and  actresses  every  week  -  Get  a  copy  of  this  weekly  magazine  and  see  what  It  Is 

EVERY  NUMBER  CONTAINS 

Six  Gripping  Stories,  based  on  the  latest  and  best  films,  each  profusely  illustrated  with  fine  half-tones  of  scenes  in  the 
plays. 

Photographs  and  Biographies  of  the  most  celebrated  Photoplay  actors  and  actresses. 

Special  Articles  reluting  to  Moving  Pictures,  written  by  the  greatest  authorities  in  the  Aim  business. 

News  Note*  from  the  studios  about  the  doings  of  everybody  of  prominence  connected  with  the  Photoplays.’ 

Scenario  Hints  and  the  names  of  all  the  companies  who  may  buy  the  plays  you  write. 

Poems,  Jingles,  Jests  and  every  bright  feature  calculated  to  interest  both  young  and  old. 

GET  A  COPY  NOW  from  your  newsdealer,  or  send  us  5  ceDts  in  money  or  postage  stamps,  and  we  will  mall 
you  the  latest  number  issued. 


FRANK  TOUSEY,  Publisher 

168  West  23d  Street 


New  York 


- LATEST  ISSUES - 

•11  Youug  Wild  Weit  and  the  Tenderfoot’*  Legacy:  or,  HalDIng  the 
Claim  Jumper*. 

•IS  Young  Wild  West  Helping  the  Sheriff;  or,  Arietta  and  the  Ex- 
pivMH  Thieve* 

•13  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Phantom  Canoe;  or,  Solving  a  Strange 
Mysterv. 

•14  Young  W  I'd  West's  Square  Deal  ;  or.  Arietta  and  the  Hustler's 
Daughter. 

•15  Young  Wild  West  Stopping  a  “Ghost  Dance or.  The  Charge  of 
the  Gallant  6th. 

•16  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Mad  Miner;  or,  Arietta  and  the  Secret 
of  the  Cliffs 

•17  Young  Wild  West  and  "Gold  Dust  Bill”  ;  or.  The  Man  With  the 
Yellow  Streak. 

18  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Death  Brand ;  or.  Arietta's  Great  Risk. 

19  Young  Wild  West's  Pawnee  Pursuit ;  or.  The  White  Flower  of 

the  Redskins. 

•20  Young  Wild  W'est  and  the  Mexican  Man  Trap ;  or.  Arietta  In 
the  Robbers'  Den. 

•21  Young  Wild  West's  Lively  Lariat ;  or.  Roping  the  Rustlers. 

•22  Young  Wild  West's  Duel  WTlth  a  Dozen ;  or.  Arietta’s  Only 
Chance. 

•28  Young  Wild  West  Trailing  a  Treasure ;  or.  Outwitting  the  Road 
Agents. 

{24  Young  Wild  West  Ruling  a  Ranch  ;  or,  Arietta  and  the  Cowgirls. 

25  Young  Wild  W’est’s  Straight  Shot ;  or.  Cornered  In  a  Chasm. 

•26  Young  Wild  West's  Mexican  Mine;  or,  Arietta  Breaking  a  Siege. 
•  27  Young  W'ild  West's  Hottest  Trail  ;  or,  W’inning  a  Big  Reward 
•28  Young  Wild  West  Tracking  a  Horse  Thief ;  or.  Arietta  ahd  the 
W'ild  Girl. 

•29  Young  Wild  W'est’s  Apache  Friend;  or,  The  Hidden  Gold  of  the 
Pecos. 

•30  Young  Wild  West’s  Three  Shots  ;  or,  Arietta  and  the  Rattlesnakes. 


631  Young  W'ild  West  and  the  "8ky  Pilot ; or.  The  Ropers  of  ttougb- 

anu-Ready  Ranch  _  _ 

632  Young  Wild  West's  Lucky  Drop;  or,  Arietta  and  the  Outlaws 

63  3  Young  Wild  West's  Wild  West  Show;  or.  Caught  in  the  Europe** 

War. 

63  4  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Kaiser;  or,  The  Big  Show  In  Berlin. 

63  5  Young  Wild  West  Under  Fire;  or.  Skirmishing  on  the  French 
Frontier. 

63  6  Young  Wild  West  Helping  the  Red  Cross;  or.  The  Crown  Prlncs'S 

Gratitude. 

63  7  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Servian;  or.  The  Shot  That  Saved  a 
General. 

638  Young  Wild  W'est's  Neutrality;  or,  Accused  by  Germans  and  Allies. 

63  9  Young  Wild  W'est  and  the  French  Spy;  or.  The  Honor  of  an 

American. 

640  Young  W'ild  W'est  at  the  Forts;  or.  Outwitting  a  Russian  Captain. 

641  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Sharpshooters;  or,  Arietta  and  tb# 

Hindoos. 

642  Young  Wild  West  at  the  Flooded  Trenches ;  or.  Saving  a  Belgian 

Town. 

643  Young  Wild  West  Along  the  Yser;  or.  Arietta's  Wonderful  Shot. 

644  Young  Wild  West  and  General  Von  Kluck ;  or.  The  Treasure  of 

the  Ruins 

645  Young  W'ild  West’s  Luck:  or,  Striking  It  Rich  at  the  Hills. 

646  Y'oung  W'ild  W'est’s  Victory  ;  or,  The  Road  Agents’  Last  Hold  Up. 

647  Young  W'ild  W’est’s  Pluck  ;  or,  Bound  to  Beat  the  "Bad”  Men. 

648  Young  W’ild  West's  Best  Shot ;  or,  The  Rescue  of  Arietta. 

649  Young  Wild  West  at  Devil  Creek ;  or,  Helping  to  Boom  a  New 

Town. 

650  Young  W’ild  W'est’s  Surprise  ;  or,  The  Indian  Chiefs  Legacy. 

651  Young  W'ild  West  Missing ;  or,  Saved  By  an  Indian  Princess. 

652  Young  W'ild  W'est  and  the  Detective;  or,  The  Red  Riders  of  the 

Range. 


For  sale  by  all  newsdealers,  or  will  be  sent  to  any  address  on  receipt  of  price,  5  cents  per  copy,  In  money  or  postage  stamps.  Dy 

FRANK  TOUSEY,  Publisher, . 168  West  23d  St.,  New  York. 


IF  YOU  WAFT  ylNY  BSICK  NUMBERS 

of  our  weeklies  and  cannot  procure  them  from  newsdealers,  they  can  be  obtained  from  this  office  direct.  Write  out  and 
All  in  your  Order  and  send  it  to  us  with  the  price  of  the  weeklies  you  want  and  we  will  send  them  to  you  by  return  malL 
POSTAGE  STAMPS  TAKEN  THE  SAME  AS  MONEY. 

FRANK  TOTJSEY,  Publisher, . 168  West  23d  St.,  New  York. 


No.  46.  HOW  TO  MAKE  AND  USE  ELEC¬ 
TRICITY. — A  description  of  the  wonderful 
use*  of  electricity  and  electro  magnetism;  to¬ 
gether  with  full  Instruction*  for  making  Elec- 
trlo  Toy*.  Batteries,  etc.  By  George  Trebel, 
A.  M..  M.  D.  Containing  over  fifty  Illustra¬ 
tions.  _ _ 

No.  47.  HOW  TO  BREAK,  RIDE  AND 
DRIVE  A  HORSE. — A  complete  treatise  on 
the  horse.  Describing  the  most  useful  horses 
for  business,  the  best  horses  for  the  road; 
also  valuable  recipes  for  diseases  peculiar  to 


the  horse. 

No.  48.  HOW  TO  BUILD  AND  SAIL 
CANOES. — A  handy  book  for  boys,  contain¬ 
ing  full  directions  for  constructing  canoes  and 
the  most  popular  manner  of  sailing  them. 
Fully  Illustrated. 

No.  49.  HOW  TO  DEBATE. — Giving  rules 
for  conducting  debates,  outlines  for  debates. 

Questions  for  discussion,  and  the  best  sources 
or  procuring  Information  on  the  question 
given. 

No.  50.  HOW  TO  STUFF  BIRDS  AND  AN¬ 
IMALS. — A  valuable  book,  giving  instruction* 
In  collecting,  preparing,  mounting  and  pre- 
eerving  birds,  animals  and  insects. 

No.  51.  HOW  TO  DO  TRICKS  WITH 
CARDS. — Containing  explanations  of  the  gen¬ 
eral  principles  of  sleight-of-hand  applicable 
to  card  tricks-,  of  card  tricks  with  ordinary 
cards,  and  not  requiring  sleight-of-hand ;  of 
tricks  Involving  sleight-of-hand,  or  the  use 
•f  specially  prepared  cards.  Illustrated. 

No.  52.  HOW  TO  PLAY  CARDS.— Giving 
th#  rules  and  full  directions  for  playing 
Euchre.  Crlbbage,  Casino,  Forty-Five.  Rounce, 
Pedro  Sancho,  Draw  Poker.  Auction  Pitch, 
All  Fours,  and  many  other  popular  games  of 


No.  58.  HOW  TO  WRITE  LETTERS.— A 
wonderful  little  book,  telling  you  how  to  write 
to  your  sweetheart,  your  father,  mother,  sis¬ 
ter.  brother,  employer;  and,  in  fact,  every¬ 
body  and  anybody  you  wish  to  write  to. 

No.  54.  HOW  TO  KEEP  AND  MANAGE 
FET8. — Giving  complete  Information  as  to  the 
manner  and  method  of  raising,  keeping,  tam¬ 
ing  breeding,  and  managing  all  kinds  of  pets; 
also  giving  full  Instructions  for  making  cages, 
•to.  Fully  explained  by  twenty-eight  Illus¬ 
trations 

No.  55.  IIOW  TO  COLLECT  STAMPS 
AND  COINS. — Containing  valuable  Informa¬ 
tion  regarding  the  collecting  and  arranging 
•f  stamps  and  coins.  Handsomely  Illustrated. 

No.  56.  HOW  TO  BECOME  AN  EN¬ 
GINEER.  -Containing  full  Instructions  how  to 
hecom*  a  locomotive  engineer;  also  directions 
f*r  building  s  model  locomotive;  together 
with  a  full  description  of  everything  an  en¬ 
gineer  should  know. 

No.  an  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  PHOTOG¬ 


RAPHER. — Containing  useful  Information  re¬ 
garding  the  Camera  and  how  to  work  It;  also 
how  to  make  Photographic  Magic  Lantern 
Slides  and  other  Transparencies.  Handsomely 
illustrated. 

No.  62.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  WEST 
POINT  MILITARY  CADET. — Explains  how 
to  gain  admittance,  course  of  Study,  Examina¬ 
tions.  Duties,  Staff  of  Officers,  Post  Guard,  Po¬ 
lice  Regulations,  Fire  Department,  and  all  a 
boy  should  know  to  be  a  cadet.  By  Lu  Senar- 
ens. 

No.  68.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  NAVAL 
CADET. — Complete  Instructions  of  how  to  gain 
admission  to  the  Annapolis  Naval  Academy. 
Also  containing  the  course  of  Instruction,  de¬ 
scription  of  grounds  and  buildings,  historical 
sketch,  and  everything  a  boy  should  know  to 
become  an  officer  In  the  United  States  Navy. 
By  Lu  Senarens. 

No.  64.  HOW  TO  MAKE  ELECTRICAL 
MACHINES. — Containing  full  directions  for 
making  electrical  machines.  Induction  colls, 
dynamos,  and  many  novel  toys  to  be  worked 
by  electricity.  By  R.  A.  R.  Bennet.  Fully 
Illustrated. 

No.  65.  MULDOON’S  JOKES.— The  most 
original  joke  book  ever  published,  and  It  Is 
brimful  of  wit  and  humor.  It  contains  a 
large  collection  of  songs.  Jokes,  conundrums, 
etc.,  of  Terrence  Muldoon,  the  great  wit.  hu¬ 
morist,  and  practical  Joker  of  the  day. 

No.  66.  HOW  TO*  DO  PUZZLES.— Con¬ 
taining  over  three  hundred  Interesting  puzzles 
and  conundrums,  with  key  to  same.  A  com¬ 
plete  book.  Fully  Illustrated. 

No.  67.  HOW  TO  DO  ELECTRICAL 
TRICKS. — Containing  a  large  collection  of  in¬ 
structive  and  highly  amusing  electrical  tricks, 
together  with  Illustrations.  Bv  A.  Anderson’ 

No.  68.  HOW  TO  DO  CHEMICAL  TRICKS. 
— Containing  over  one  hundred  highly  amus¬ 
ing  and  Instructive  tricks  with  chemicals.  By 
A.  Anderson.  Handsomely  Illustrated. 

No.  69.  HOW  TO  DO  SLEIGHT-OF-HAND 
— Containing  over  fifty  of  the  latest  and  best 
tricks  used  by  magicians.  Also  containing  the 
secret  of  second  sight.  Fully  Illustrated 

No.  70.  HOW  TO  MAKE  MAGIC  TOYS.— 
Containing  full  directions  for  making  Magic 
Toys  and  devices  of  many  kinds.  Fully  Illus¬ 
trated. 

No.  71.  HOW  TO  DO  MECHANICAL 
TRICKS. — Containing  complete  Instructions 
for  performing  over  sixty  Mechanical  Tricks 
Fully  Illustrated. 

No.  72.  HOW  TO  DO  SIXTY  TRICKS 

WITH  CARDS. — Embracing  all  of  the  latest 
and  most  deceptive  card  tricks,  with  Illus¬ 
trations. 

No.  73.  HOW  TO  DO  TRICKS  WITH 

NI  MBERS.  Showing  many  curious  tricks 
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A.  Anderson.  Fully  Illustrated. 

No.  74.  HOW'  TO  WRITE  LETTERS 
CORRECTLY. — Containing  full  instructions 
for  writing  letters  on  almost  any  subject; 
also  rules  for  punctuation  and  composition, 
with  specimen  letters. 

No.  75.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  CONJURER. 
— Containing  tricks  with  Dominoes,  Dlc«. 
Cups  and  Balls,  Hats,  etc.  Embracing  thirty- 
six  illustrations.  By  A.  Anderson. 

No.  76.  HOW  TO  TELL  FORTUNES  BY 
THE  HAND. — Containing  rules  for  telling  for¬ 
tunes  by  the  aid  of  lines  of  the  hand,  or 
the  secrfet  of  palmistry.  Also  the  secret  of 
telling  future  event*  by  aid  of  moles,  marks, 
scars,  etc.  Illustrated. 

77*  HOW  TO  DO  FORTY  TRICKS 
\\  I  m  CARDS. — Containing:  deceptive  Card 
1  ricks  as  performed  by  leading:  conjurers  and 
magicians.  Arranged  for  home  amusement. 
Fully  illustrated. 

No.  78.  HOW  TO  DO  THE  BLACK  ART. 

- — Containing  a  complete  description  of  th« 
mysteries  of  Magic  and  Slelght-of-Hand.  to¬ 
gether  with  many  wonderful  experiments.  By 
A.  Anderson.  Illustrated. 

No.  79.  HOW  TO  BECOME  AN  ACTOR. 
— Containing  complete  Instructions  how  to 
make  up  for  various  characters  on  the  stage; 
together  with  the  duties  of  the  Stage  Manager 
Prompter,  Scenic  Artist  and  Property  Man’ 

No.  80.  GUS  WILLIAMS’  JOKE  BOOK.— 
Containing  the  latest  Jokes,  anecdotes  and 
funny  stories  of  this  world-renowned  German 
comedian.  Sixty-four  pages;  handsome  col¬ 
ored  cover,  containing  a  half-tone  photo  of 
the  author. 

No.  81.  HOW  TO  MESMERIZE. — Contain- 
jng  the  most  approved  methods  of  mesmer- 
Ism;  animal  magnetism,  or.  magnetic  heal¬ 
ing.  By  Prof.  I.eo  Hugo  Koch.  A.C.S.  author 
of  "How  to  Hypnotize,”  etc. 

No.  82.  HOW  TO  DO  P  A  I. MISTRY.— Con¬ 
taining  the  most  approved  methods  of  read¬ 
ing  the  lines  on  the  hand,  together  with  a  full 
explanation  of  their  meaning.  Also  explain¬ 
ing  phrenology,  and  the  key  for  telling  char¬ 
acter  by  the  bumps  on  the  head.  By  L»o 
Hugo  Koch.  A.C.S.  Fully  Illustrated. 

No.  83.  HOW  TO  HYPNOTIZE.— Contain¬ 
ing  valuable  and  Instructive  Information  r»- 
gardlng  the  science  of  hypnotism.  Also  ex¬ 
plaining  the  most  approved  methods  which 
are  employed  by  the  leading  hypnotist*  of 
the  world.  By  Leo  Hugo  Koch.  A.C.S. 

No.  81.  HOW  TO  BECOME  \N  AUTHOR. 
.uKi01".4  "  J*  Information  regarding  choice  of 
subjects,  the  use  of  words  and  the  manner  • t 
preparing  and  submitting  manuscript  g  •* 
containing  valuable  Information  as  to 
neatness,  legibility  and  general  compel.  ~ 
of  manuscript. 
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